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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
| write out of love and admiration for the subjects of my stories and | earn absolutely nothing from my 


writing. 


Bruce Dickinson checked his in-dash GPS then turned down the narrow lane that seemed to lead nowhere. He 
was in the right place, if he'd been given accurate directions. This lane appeared to be little used, but what 
could he expect? He'd been in more remote places during the past few years, places he would once have 
never believed existed in Britain. True, some of the locations where he'd filmed had been in normal towns and 


suburbs, but a paranormal investigator grew used to locating tumbledown ruins and centuries-old homes. 


For the tenth time that day he wished his team were with him. It was unusual for him to go to a location in 
advance of the others but there had been delays at the production studios and while his narration had been 
laid down without any problem, the others all had to overdub the sound from the last assignment. The show 
was in its second season and gaining popularity and while he knew he could have more of a hand in the post- 


production - it had been his concept after all - he preferred to be working in the field. 


And he was certainly in the field now, he thought ironically, steering the Range Rover through a water-filled 
rut. The drive was paved but uneven and bits of grass grew up in the cracks in the asphalt. He was passing 
through a small copse and didn't see the house until he emerged from beneath the trees, then it was right in 
front of him. He had been told the house was occupied, but who the fuck would want to live way out here? 
The property owner had contacted the show and invited them to investigate his property but he wasn't the 
occupant. The property was leased out but the tenant was supposed to be out of the country on business. If 
that was true, though, why was a dark blue Porsche parked in front of the wide double doors and why was 
the light over the door lit? 


Bruce parked behind the Porsche and got out, looking over the house. It wasn't a large structure but it was 
old, that was certain, and built of roughly squared gray stone blocks. He placed it at eighteenth century, which 
fit with what the owner had told him, though he suspected that some of the stonework was even older. It 
was well maintained, he saw, but if he hadn't been told it was occupied he would have taken it for vacant. He 
took several photos of the fagade before going to the door. The owner had given him a key but apparently 
someone was there so he felt he should knock He raised the wrought iron knocker and noted with surprise 
that it appeared original, as did the oak doors. The house stood at the edge of an open, overgrown field with 
only a small patch mowed as lawn and the sound of the knock seemed to echo across the area. It was a still, 
overcast day and Bruce glanced up at the sky, hoping the rain would hold off. He was just raising the knocker 


to knock again when the door rattled and swung open. 


Well, this certainly wasn't the owner. Bruce had met the owner at the initial interviews in London, he was a 
man in his sixties. The man who opened the door could have been no older than thirty and Bruce caught 
himself staring. The man was tall and slender, dressed in skinny jeans and a tee shirt with long honey-gold hair 


falling in loose waves past his shoulders. 


"Hello," the man greeted him. "You must be the investigator. Marvin told me to expect you. I'm Janick, | live 


here." 


I'm Bruce, Bruce Dickinson from the Paranormal Mysteries television program,’ Bruce introduced himself, still 
taken aback by this man's appearance. This man looked completely out of place in these surroundings. "I'm 


sorry, but | was given to understand the occupant of the house was out of the country." 


Janick stood aside, inviting Bruce inside. "| was supposed to be, but there was a glitch in my schedule. Marvin 
didn't know | was still here until this morning so l'm not surprised he wasn't able to reach you and let you 


know. Will my being here interfere with your work?" 


Bruce was busy examining the entrance foyer but he glanced over to reply, "Not necessarily, as long as you 
don't mind staying out of the way when we begin the investigation. The rest of my team will arrive late 
tomorrow, they were delayed in London. Is there a hotel or someplace nearby where | can get a room for the 
night?" He had originally anticipated simply staying in the house, perhaps getting some preliminary readings 
once he got the equipment set up. 


"There is a hostel in the next town but l'm afraid that's all. But you're welcome to stay here, there is 


certainly plenty of room." Janick laughed softly. 


Bruce agreed to stay after making the customary polite protests that he would be inconveniencing the man. In 
truth, he was somewhat relieved that he wouldn't have to spend the night alone in a supposedly haunted 
house. While it was true that this was his profession and he had spent the night in more ominous 


surroundings, he had always been with the rest of the team. He switched into his professional mode. 


"Right, then, I'll unload my gear. I've only brought a few items with me; the others will be bringing the rest 
of the equipment tomorrow.’ He went back out to his vehicle and began unloading the steel cases containing the 
basic film and sound recording equipment, noting that it was starting to rain lightly. Somewhat to his surprise 
he saw that Janick had come out with him and as he set some of the equipment on the pavement Janick 
wordlessly picked it up and carried it inside. Bruce wasn't going to complain, if this man wanted to help he 


could certainly do so. 


It also afforded him an opportunity to get more background on the house and the phenomena Marvin believed 
should be investigated. 


"So..." Bruce struggled for a moment to remember the other man's unusual name, "umm, Janick? How long 


have you lived here?" 


Janick set the equipment down in the foyer and looked out the open door to see if there was any more to be 


brought in. “About a year, though l'm really not here very much." 
"So you've never noticed any of the things Marvin reported happening here? No unusual sounds or other 
occurrences?" Bruce grabbed a case and went further into the house looking for a place to set up a command 


center. Again Janick took another case and followed. 


"There are sounds, sure, but it's an old house. Like | said, I'm usually not here for more than a week or a two 
Y 
at a time." 


Bruce's curiosity got the better of him. "What do you do for a living that keeps you away from home so 


much?" 

‘'m a musician. | play guitar for Gogmagog." 

"Gogmagog?" Bruce had never heard of a band of that name. 

Janick laughed a little self-deprecatingly "We're what some people refer to as a supergroup. Five musicians 
from bands that are now broken up but used to be moderately well known. | also do some studio work. In fact, 
that's where l'm supposed to be now; | had a job laying down background tracks in a studio in LA. but the 


studio double-booked and it was rescheduled" 


Bruce found a small but sturdy table against a wall in the living room that he felt would be a good place to 


set up. He was surprised by the interior of the house, it was in stark contrast to the somber exterior. It was 
sparsely furnished but what furniture it did hold was bright and modern and it was scrupulously tidy and 


clean 


Bruce didn't comment on Janick's profession, instead pursuing his own job. "And that's all you've experienced, 
just some unusual sounds? What sort of sounds?" Marvin had told him that when he had lived there himself 


he had seen shadow figures and heard disembodied voices. 


Janick gave an evasive shrug. "The usual sounds of an old house. Creaking and some scraping sounds that | 
put down to birds in the chimneys. There has been a problem with the front door opening by itself, but as 


you can see its a very old door." 


"You've never seen anything unusual?" Bruce was jotting down what Janick had said. Everything he could learn 


about the house could be used to pad out the show. 


"No." Janick was looking over the equipment as Bruce unpacked it. "This is interesting." He held up a small 
recording device. Ordinarily Bruce preferred no one aside from his own people touch the equipment but he 


could see that Janick was being careful and was genuinely interested. 


“That's what we call a ghost box. It's an ultra-sensitive EVP recorder used to pick up sounds that may not be 
discernible to the human ear," Bruce explained. He drew up a chair and opened the military grade laptop 


computer. 


"Well, " Janick placed the EVP recorder back where he found it, "I can see you're busy so I'll leave you to it. 
Ill try to stay out of your way as much as possible, | know you didn't expect to have anyone here." 


"Just go about your normal routine, the real investigation won't begin until after the team arrives. I'd like to 
have a look around the house now, if | could" Bruce armed himself with a digital thermometer and an EMF 


meter, standard equipment for narrowing down specific rooms with possible activity. 


"Go ahead, please. lIl be in the library if you need anything." Janick gave a soft smile and retreated down the 


wide hallway. 


Bruce was familiar by now with the general layout of homes from this period and this one was standard. 
Fortunately there had been few modernizations to the structure of the house, though of course all the 
bathrooms and the kitchen had been updated and were actually quite modern. Marvin had told him that most 
of the anomalies he'd witnessed seemed to be centered downstairs in the kitchen area and that he himself was 
reluctant to enter the former servants wing beyond the kitchen, but Bruce wanted to get temperature and 
electronics readings from every room so he slowly made a circuit of the home, starting upstairs. Only the 
first two rooms at the head of the open stairs seemed to be in use, the first one obviously Janick's room. In 
the interest of being thorough Bruce entered and took readings, though he felt a little invasive. The rooms 
were high-ceilinged and still retained the original ornate dark woodwork but Janick had brightened the room 


with colorful curtains and a matching duvet as well as personal photos on the walls. Not intentionally snooping, 


Bruce nevertheless noticed that most of the photos featured a little girl of perhaps four or five and one 
showed a family portrait of Janick and the little girl with a woman, Evidently Janick had a child and perhaps a 


wife, though there was nothing to indicate that a woman or a child lived in the home. 


Finishing upstairs, Bruce began systematically going through the downstairs room by room. The rooms weren't 
many in number but they were large. Only one door was closed but as he drew closer Bruce could hear 
acoustic guitar music coming from the room. No doubt this was the room Janick had referred to as the 


library and rather than disturb the man, Bruce bypassed the room for the present. 


The last section of the house Bruce checked is the kitchen and the currently unused wing behind it consisting 
of six small bedrooms that had once housed the servants. As always when checking out such places Bruce 
found himself wondering how people could have lived in those days; being all but thralls, dependent on their 


employer for everything and forced to accept whatever the homeowners saw fit to give them. 


The rest of the home had relatively normal readings but as Bruce progressed down the narrow corridor there 
was a distinct chill in the air. Granted, this could simply be due to dampness and disuse but he made a note 

of it anyway and decided to place both infrared and ultrasonic motion detectors there overnight. It would save 
the team time if they narrowed their focus to this one area, though he knew still had to consider the rest of 


the house as well. 


Emerging once again into the modern kitchen he found Janick there working at the counter. The blonde glanced 


up at him with a smile. 
"How is it going?" 


‘lm just getting a feeling for it so far. Can you tell me if you've noticed anything odd in this part of the 


house in particular?" 


Janick paused in his work, thinking. "I only come in here to fix quick meals but | have been down here at night 


a time or two and thought it felt unusually cold in here." 


Bruce nodded. "That's significant. If it's all right, I'd like to ask you not to use the kitchen tonight. I'd like to 


place some motion detectors around here." 


Janick nodded. "No problem. I'll be finished here after dinner. | hope you'll join me? Its just a ready-made box 


dinner, l'm afraid, but it's quite a drive to anyplace you can get a meal, otherwise." 


Bruce only hesitated for a moment before accepting. It was raining quite hard outside by now and already 
growing dark so he was glad to avoid driving. "Thanks, | appreciate it." 


"Good! It's ready now, so have a seat" He gestured to a table near a window, obviously a result of recent 
remodeling. The home had a formal dining room, of course, but Bruce had observed that it was little used and 


didn't even contain a dining table. Janick obviously ate his meals in the kitchen. 


Bruce expected the conversation over the meal to be stilted but he had underestimated Janick's natural 
outgoing nature. Though soft-spoken, the guitarist was open and friendly and almost without being aware of it 


Bruce found himself talking freely about himself and how he became a paranormal investigator. 


"I originally became interested through my Grandmother," he told Janick. "She was somewhat superstitious and 
she often mentioned that our house was haunted. She acted as though it was no big deal, just a fact of life, 
and | never thought much of it until | grew older. It wasn't until after she passed that | began to wonder 


about it" 


‘Oh?," Janick seemed interested and obviously hoped Bruce would elaborate. Bruce had been asked countless 
times how he became interested in the paranormal and had always given the same pat answer that his 
grandparents had fostered his interest but now he found himself explaining it in more detail. "I was fourteen 
when she passed and | was pretty broken up over it. She and Grandfather raised me and they were the only 
family | had, but shortly after her death | began to feel like she was still present and was trying to convince 
me not to grieve. | couldn't put a finger on why | felt like that, it came to me at odd times and | would find 
myself looking at her chair as if expecting her to be sitting there. | started reading up on theories of the 
afterlife and spiritualism and it just kind of escalated from there." 


Jan was regarding him solemnly, his forkful of food paused halfway to his mouth. "Have you made any 


conclusions about it?" 


It was a legitimate question and Bruce was tempted to give the scripted answer he always gave when asked 

that, but again he found himself answering honestly. "No, not really. 18% of the experiences people attribute 
to ghosts can be explained away easily, but there are a few cases where there are no logical explanations for 
things people see and hear. | suppose that's why I'm still investigating. It's just a lucky break that l'm able to 


make a living from it through the television show." 


Janick nodded. "I never really gave the subject much thought until | leased this house last year. Marvin told 
me before | moved in that he thought it was only fair | know about the history of odd occurrences here, but 


it didn't stop me from wanting to live here." 


Bruce's curiosity got the better of him again. “As a professional musician it has to be inconvenient to live so 


far away from everything. There isn't even an airport closer than Newcastle." 


Janick didn't appear to think that Bruce was prying. "I grew up not far from here and after my divorce | 


moved back up here from London. It is a little inconvenient at times, but it's worth it" 


‘Ah, Bruce thought to himself, ‘he's divorced. That explained the photos of the woman and little girl. He had 
an urge to pursue that but he reminded himself that it was none of his business, he was here as a 


professional and the personal issues of the home's occupant had no bearing on his mission. 


The meal over, Janick loaded the dishes into the dishwasher and once again disappeared into the room he'd 


closed himself off in earlier. Bruce still wanted to get readings from that room, it was the only room of the 
house he had yet to cover, but instead he busied himself with setting up motion sensors and a FLIR camera in 
the servant's wing. For good measure he set up an EVP recorder wired to switch on in the event one of the 
motion sensors was activated. It was fully dark by the time he'd finished and the temperature in the area 
noticeably dropped. This meant nothing in of itself, Bruce knew, but it was worth noting. 


When Bruce once again returned to the occupied areas of the house he found Janick in the living room sitting 


with a laptop computer and headphones. As soon as he saw Bruce, however, he took off the headset. 


"The room next to mine upstairs is set up as a guest room. | hope you don't mind that it's decorated a little... 


frilly. Hs where my daughter stays when she visits." A quick shadow passed over Jan's eyes but Bruce 


caught it. 


Bruce had noticed earlier that the room was done up in pink and lilac colors and had a distinctly girl-ish theme. 


"That's no problem at all, thank you." 


The two of them went upstairs then, each going into the respective bedrooms. Though it was a little girl's 
room the room Bruce found himself in was rather large, as befitted a house of that age, and had a fireplace 
which had been effectively closed off with a metal plate. The ceiling was ten feet high at least, adorned with 
carved crown moldings that matched the window and door sills. Bruce had always been fascinated by the 
architecture of period homes and took several photos of the detailed carvings before going to bed. The last 
thing he did before turning off the light was to check his cell phone for messages from the other members of 
his team. He had been expecting to hear from them since his arrival but he now realized why he hadn't; there 
was no cell reception Damn it, he thought. He'd noticed a landline telephone downstairs and decided he would 


have to try to contact the others that way in the morning. 


It had been a long day so even in the unfamiliar surroundings Bruce had no trouble falling asleep, confidant that 
his equipment downstairs would pick up anything unusual but having no real expectations that anything would 
occur. He had no idea how long he'd been asleep when something awakened him. The room was pitch dark, 
there were no outside lights at the house and not even an illuminated clock to break the darkness, and he lay 
still for a moment, listening. He was almost dozing back to sleep when he heard it again, a sort of muffled 


thump. 


His ghost hunting instincts on full alert now, Bruce got out of bed and felt his way to the door, opening it with 
his ears peeled for any sound. When the next sound came, however, he jumped. It wasn't a dull muffled thump 
this time, it was a resounding crash from downstairs. Bruce was heading toward the stairs before he was 

even conscious of moving but when he came abreast of Janick's door it opened. Janick was silhouetted against 


a dim bedside lamp, looking disheveled and startled. 
"What the fuck was that?" he exclaimed in a hushed voice. 


Bruce merely shook his head and put his finger to his lips, indicating Janick should be quiet. The hallway, at 


least, was lit at regular intervals by tiny nightlights and Bruce cautiously continued to the stairs, aware than 
Janick was beside him. He wanted to tell the other man to stay in his room but that would mean speaking 


aloud, and besides, he couldn't very well order Janick around in his own home. 


Taking his cue from Bruce, Janick was being as quiet as possible as the two men descended the stairs. There 
were also a few nightlights in the living room and through the wide hallway so, keeping their ears on high alert, 
they looked carefully around. Nothing seemed out of place there but suddenly Janick seemed to think of 
something and walked rapidly to the closed door of the library. Bruce was somewhat behind him and nearly 
crashed into him as he opened the door then stopped short. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
| write my stories to honor the individuals named within and | earn absolutely nothing from my writing 


"Shit!" Jan exclaimed, forgetting now to be quiet. This was Bruce's first look at this room and he saw that it 
was filled with sound equipment - amplifiers, pre-amps, and several guitars but he noticed this only in passing. 
His attention was on what Janick was looking at; two rather large pictures face down in broken glass on the 

stone hearth. 


Janick flicked on the lights and knelt to examine the damage. Carefully picking the pictures up he set them 
once again on the mantle they had apparently fallen from and Bruce saw that they were actually not pictures 
at all but framed gold records. 


"Are they damaged?" Bruce asked. 


Janick shook his head, "They don't seem to be, just the frames are broken But what the hell could have 


made them fall?" 


Bruce was perplexed as well. Falling objects were nothing unusual in ghost hunting but there was almost 
always a fairly obvious reasonable explanation. Pictures improperly hung, even vibrations from nearby 
highways or train tracks were the most common explanations but none of them seemed to apply here. The 
records hadn't been hung but had been sitting on the wide mantle leaning against the chimney and there were 
no railroads or busy highways for miles. He had instinctively grabbed his digital thermometer before leaving 
the bedroom and he held it up now, wishing he had also taken the EMF detector. The temperature in the room 
was cool but not cold so his next move was to carefully examine the area near the fireplace. Janick stood by a 
bit anxiously as he assured himself there were no loose stones, no unevenness of the mantle, nothing that 


could explain the incident at all 
"Well?" Janick couldn't contain himself any longer. 


Bruce turned to him, seeing him in the first time in full light, and lost his train of thought for a moment. The 
man's long golden brown hair was disheveled and he wore only a sleeveless tee and thin lounging pants, 
obviously with nothing underneath. 


Wishing fleetingly that Janick had worn underwear to bed, Bruce forced his mind back to the matter at hand. 
"Im going to get my EMF meter then check the detectors | set up earlier. You may as well go back to bed." 


"Fuck that!" Jan said. "As though | could get back to sleep now!" 


Bruce was forced to chuckle at that. People not familiar with paranormal activity were always shaken up by 
incidents such as this, and though Jan seemed didn't seem unduly frightened he couldn't blame him for being 
unable to simply go back to bed. 


"All right, then, you can help me. | assume nothing like this has happened before?" 


"Not while I've been home, it hasn't. I've come home a couple of times to broken dishes on the kitchen floor 


but | assumed mice had knocked them off the shelves. There is a mouse problem in the house, | can't seem 


to get rid of them." 


Jan accompanied Bruce to get his other equipment then the two men headed for the servant's wing, 


ascertaining that nothing had been disturbed in the kitchen on the way. 


As soon as Bruce opened the thick wooden door at the back of the pantry leading to the unused rooms a wave 
of cold air hit them. Bruce held up the thermometer, taking note that it was at least ten degrees colder here 
than in the rest of the house. The hallway was only dimly lit when Bruce flipped the switch and the shadowy 
corners made it look decidedly spooky. He'd left a small EVP recorder and two FLIR cameras as well as a motion 
sensor in the hall and he could see that cameras hadn't switched on. The recorder, however, had been set to 
switch on if the motion detectors were activated and he could see by the meter that it had been on. Bruce 
opened each of the six small rooms, taking thermal readings from each and finding that the temperature in 


each was the same as in the hall. 


"Grab those detectors, will you Janick?" Bruce asked, taking the camera and recorder himself back to the 
table in the lounge where he'd set up his computer. Janick pulled up a straight-backed chair and watched with 
interest as Bruce connected the equipment to the laptop and started up the program he'd helped develop that 
was especially designed for the purpose at hand. 


Bruce expected that Janick would soon grow bored after he put on the headphones and started listening to the 
recordings but the other man showed no sign of doing so; instead he watched with interest as the waveforms 
danced across the laptops screen. Though he couldn't hear the audio his gaze sharpened every time a wave 

spiked. There were only three minutes of audio recorded but Bruce listened several times before removing the 


headphones. 
"It looked like it picked up something a couple of times," Janick commented. 


Bruce nodded, "There were some indistinct sounds but nothing | could identify. It may have only been the wind 


outside or the mice you mentioned." 


"Can | listen?" Janick asked a bit hesitantly. 


Bruce was a little surprised at his interest but he passed the headphones to Janick and replayed the audio. 
Janick asked for it to be replayed after he'd listened once, then passed the ‘phones back to Bruce. 
"Did you hear it? Right around the 1:32 mark." 


Janick nodded, "I heard something like rustling but it was only for a second. There seemed to be a sound at 
217 too." 


Bruce nodded, pleased that the other man picked up on that. It was his experience that people usually missed 
such slight sounds unless they knew when to look for them. 


"l'm afraid it's all inconclusive, though. I'm going to reset the equipment but we'll have to write this off as 


ambient sound unless a pattern presents itself." 


Janick stood, "Ambient sound didn't knock my records down," he commented. "I suppose | should go back to 
bed and leave you to your business. | appreciate your letting me listen to that, though." 


"A second set of ears is always welcome," Bruce said, "Goodnight, Janick" 


Janick looked at Bruce and smiled, "Goodnight, Bruce. Come to the kitchen in the morning and have breakfast 


with me." 


Bruce found himself nodding even though he usually preferred to limit his interaction with the occupants of 
homes he investigated out of concern that they may unintentionally influence his interpretation of any 


evidence that may be uncovered. 
“All right, | will." 


He tried to turn his attention back to his computer screen, it was standard practice to write up a summary 
of any strange occurrences, however minor, but his gaze drifted back to Janick as the blonde man climbed the 


stairs. He found himself looking forward to breakfast the next morning. 


Bruce went back to bed as well after resetting his equipment in the chilly servants wing, but he found he 
couldn't sleep. He'd taken the laptop upstairs with him this time. Marvin had provided him with some history 
and local tidbits about the house and though he's skimmed it before leaving London he'd planned to go over it 
after arrival, expecting to be alone. For the next two hours Bruce read several dry historical articles mostly 
concerned with the architecture and the home's original occupant, an eighteenth century landowner who was 
one of the first in the area to invest in the woolen mills. The history was dull, of interest only to industrial age 
historians, until the early 1800's when a series of tragic deaths in the family resulted in the forced sale of the 
property to a London merchant who used it as a hunting lodge for some time. 

Bruce found himself becoming interested but found nothing helpful in the histories that would hint at 
paranormal activity. The property changed hands two more times, was abandoned in the mid twentieth 


century, then Marvin bought it, thinking it would be a peaceful country home to raise his young family. The 
family lived in the home for less than five years. It was during those years that Marvin became convinced the 
property was haunted but until the recent popularity of paranormal investigation he'd done nothing about it. 

Bruce fell asleep with the laptop lying open on his lap before he got to read the few less scholarly pieces 
he'd found regarding the house. 


Bruce awakened to sunshine streaming through the lacy curtains at the window opposite the bed. It was after 
nine and his first thought was one of disappointment, believing he'd missed having breakfast with Janick After 
a quick shower and shave he ventured down to the kitchen and was relieved to find Janick had apparently just 
gotten up as well and was making coffee. Bruce paused in the doorway, ostensively to examine the room in 
bright daylight but in reality he was looking at Janick, who hadn't yet seen him. The modern renovations to the 
kitchen included a long bank of windows over the work counter and the sunlight poured into the room, picking 
up the golden highlights in Janick's hair. An unbidden vision of Janick from the night before flashed through 
Bruce's mind; slim and straight and wearing paper-thin pajama pants. Bruce shook his head slightly to banish 
that memory and greeted Janick. 


"Good morning. | was afraid I'd missed breakfast." 


"No, I'm not usually an early riser," Janick smiled over his shoulder at him. "I'm afraid | don't have much food 


in the house, | haven't done any shopping because | thought I'd be away. Will bacon and toast be all right?" 


"That's fine, | appreciate it. | originally planned to run into town for meals but | didn't realize it would take half 


an hour to get there from here!" 


"Yeah, it's pretty isolated here" Janick agreed, laying a plate in front of Bruce and pouring him a cup of 
coffee. He sat on the opposite side of the table with his own breakfast and the two men ate in companionable 


silence for a few minutes. 
"Did anything else happen last night?" Janick asked after a while. 


Bruce shook his head, "I didn't personally hear anything. I'll have to check the instruments and reset them, 
though. The others will bring more equipment - a more sensitive EVP recorder, an infrasound monitor to 


detect vibrations, and more cameras so we can set them up to overlap." 


"Maybe the..what was it, infrasound? . will find a logical reason for my records falling down" Janick 


commented. 


Bruce nodded, "A lot of our equipment and methods are geared as much to debunking as to proving the 
existence of anything paranormal. Some investigative groups involve psychics or Ouija boards but we don't, we 


want to establish our data based on personal observation and instrument readings." 


Janick nodded, "After Marvin told me he had your group coming | looked into it a little bit. Your group and 


your television program have a better reputation than some I've read about" 


"Speaking of my team,’ Bruce said, getting up from the table and taking his plate and cup to the sink, "I'd like 


to use your phone to contact them. | didn’t realize until last night that there's no mobile signal here." 
“Sure, go ahead. There is weak mobile signal at times but its unreliable." 


Bruce went to phone the rest of his team then and Janick retreated into the room he seemed to spend much 
of his time in, the room he referred to as a library but that Bruce thought could more aptly be called a 


music room. 


Bruce dialed the mobile number of his camera operator, a man called Nicko, and let it ring several times 
before giving up and trying the number of another team member, Adrian, the sound specialist. It, too, rang 


several times before Adrian finally answered 

"Bruce, we've been trying to get ahold of you, where have you been?" 

"Im at the location but there's no signal here. When will you two arrive?" 

Adrian sighed, "That's why we were trying to call you. Nicko's father had a heart attack last night. Naturally 
we told him to go to his family and we wanted to know if you want me to come by myself, wait for him, or 


just cancel the assignment altogether." 


"| don't want to cancel, there has already been some activity here. Can you operate both the cameras and 


the recorders?" 
"Umm..| suppose | can try, but I've never tried to operate the cameras," Ade told him. 


"Can Davey operate a camera?" Davey was the final member of the team but his function was basically as a 


driver and to help haul equipment. 

"No, | don't think so." 

Bruce sighed, "Well, maybe we'd better give it a day or two until we find out Nicko's Dad's condition" 
"You're willing to stay there by yourself?" Ade asked a little disbelievingly. 


"The home occupant is here so I'm not exactly alone. Two of his framed records were mysteriously smashed 
last night and there is an area of the house considerably colder than it should be. | want to take some more 
thorough EMF readings there and try to tweak the EVP recording | got last night, so there will be enough to 
keep me busy. | wish | had the infrasound detector but | do have the small camera and a few motion sensors 
so maybe | can get most of the preliminary work done so we can start filming as soon as you get here." 
Bruce then gave Adrian the phone number, told him to stay in touch, and hung up. Damn! If the filming got 
too far behind schedule he would hear about it from Steve, the shows producer, but there was nothing he 


could do. Resigned to work by himself for at least another day, Bruce went to the servants wing to check the 
equipment there. 


As soon as he opened the door he was met again by the chill There were no windows in the hallway so he 
flipped on the light switch, but nothing happened. Bruce had the handheld EMF meter in his jacket pocket and 
he switched it on. The readings were high, but not spiking. It was an old house and the wiring was probably not 
up to date so Bruce went to get his powerful LED spotlight. Under the bright white light the hall looked 
innocent enough, just a narrow corridor with six old wooden doors opening from it. He spent the remainder of 
the morning making a painstakingly thorough examination of each of the small rooms and the full length of the 
hall. He was at the far end in the last room when he heard Janick call from the kitchen door. 


"Bruce? Would you like me to fix you a sandwich for lunch?" 


He stuck his head out into the hall "I'm in here. You don't have to fix my meals, Janick | don't want to put 
you to any trouble." 


Janick ventured into the hallway now, "I don't mind. It's kind of nice to have someone to have some company, 


for a change. Have you found anything?" Janick was at the door to the room now, peering inside. 


“There are some interesting areas. Some cold spots and a couple of EMF spikes. This room in particular 


seems to have some high readings." 

Janick stepped inside and shivered slightly, "It is cold in here. | noticed the electricity is out in this wing” 
Bruce nodded, still sweeping his meter in a grid across the room. "Does that happen often?" 

"| don't know, actually. | never come in here. There have never been any problems in the rest of the house." 


"Hmm..." That could mean something, or nothing at all. Bruce finished his sweep and switched off the meter. 


"Well, | suppose I've done all | can here for now. A bite to eat does sound pretty good!" 

Janick's reply was just a flash of smile. Bruce was starting to look forward to those smiles. The two men 
started back up the hall toward the kitchen, Janick slightly ahead of Bruce, when suddenly Janick stopped and 
stepped back as though startled. He nearly bumped into Bruce, who automatically put his hands on the man's 
shoulders to steady him. 

"What's wrong?" 


Janick didn't reply for a moment, he stood staring at a point halfway up the hall. Bruce expected him to move 
away but instead he stayed standing close to Bruce, Bruce's hands still on his shoulders. 


"|. | thought | saw something.” Janick said, his voice low 
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Bruce stepped forward then, "What? What did you see?" 


Janick still stood stock-still, a look of uncertainty on his face. "I'm not sure. Maybe it was just a trick of the 


light" 
Bruce went into full investigator mode, "Describe what you think you saw." 


Janick answered slowly, "A movement. Like something dark ran across the hall, but it was so quick | can't 


really say if | saw it or imagined it" 

Bruce was convinced Janick had not imagined it. He'd run into all types of people during the six-odd years he'd 
been an investigator and Janick did not strike him as someone with an overactive imagination He didn't seem 
the nervous type either but right now he was noticeably shaken 


Bruce stepped forward "Show me where you saw this." 


Janick stepped forward a little hesitantly until he was between the second doors on either side of the hall, 
"Right here, more or less, going from this side," he gestured to his right, "to this side." 


Bruce switched on his meter again and swept it slowly along that section of the hall. There were no abnormal 


readings but he noticed something. He took his digital thermometer out of his pocket and walked around that 
section of the hall. 


"Its several degrees colder here than the rest of the hall," he observed, talking almost as if to himself. 
"Maybe it's just a draft?" Janick ventured. 
Bruce wet his finger and held it up. "I don't feel any air movement. All right, that gives me two areas to 


focus on tonight" He then told Janick about the delay of the other team members, adding "l'm not going to be 


able to do a very comprehensive inspection by myself but I'll do what | can" 


"Can | help in any way?" Janick asked as they emerged into the kitchen 


Bruce thought for a moment, "Are you sure you want to get involved in this? You live here and if we find 


anything it may spook you." 


Janick gave a noncommittal shrug, “I'm not easily spooked. Or at least," he laughed a little, "I didn't think | was! 
| have to admit my heart jumped a bit in the hall just then!" 


"That's just it, though. You've lived here for a year without any problems and | wouldn't want you to suddenly 


feel uncomfortable in your own home: 


"Wouldn't be the first time for that!" Jan said under his breath, but Bruce heard him. Aloud he said "| want 
to help. You're shorthanded and I'm curious now." They sat at the table where Janick had two plates with 


roast beef sandwiches already waiting, 


"All right, then. The first thing | want to do after lunch is examine your music room. | didn't take any 
readings in there except for a quick sweep last night and that's the only room in the main house that anything 


unusual has happened." 


"Aside from a couple of broken cups here in the kitchen, and the fact that I've found the front door open 
after | know | closed it firmly." Janick reminded him. 


"Yeah, | haven't forgotten about that. Would you mind if | do a thorough sweep of the music room?" 
Janick spread his hands, "You can examine anything you want" 


Bruce had a brief, errant thought ‘I'd like to examine youl’ but he pushed that thought back, wondering from 
what corner of his mind that had come from. Because he didn't want to inconvenience Janick any more than 
necessary he told him to go ahead with his normal routine while he took. Janick hesitated a moment then sat 
on a long couch against the wall. A low coffee table was drawn up in front of the couch with a laptop 


computer and a pile of papers and what appeared to be a recording device. 


"Will it interfere with anything if | play?" Janick asked. Bruce had been taking careful readings around the 
fireplace where he'd detected some EMF fluctuations but he turned and saw that Janick had an electric guitar 
in his lap. 


"No, I'm not doing any EVP work right now, go ahead and do what you were doing.” 


As Bruce turned back to continue his careful examination of the fireplace area Janick began to play his guitar. 
The amp was turned fairly low but the chords were clear and strong, then Jan launched into an intricate riff 
that made Bruce turn back around. Jan was standing now, walking back and forth with a bounce in his step, 
his eyes closed as the music seemed to take him over. Bruce stared, completely blown away. Granted, he knew 
that the man was a guitarist and presumably a good one but he hadn't been expecting anything like this. Janick 


was unaware of Bruce's scrutiny, he was moving with the music now and Bruce became aware that he was 
actually working on writing a song, changing and improvising it as he went. Bruce felt mesmerized for a few 
minutes until with an effort he turned his attention back to the job at hand. The fireplace area was interesting, 
he'd detected a couple of unusual readings there and that had been where the items had fallen from the night 


before. 


Bruce swept his meter across the top of the mantle, glancing at the gold records, now in broken frames but 
with the broken glass cleared away. Of course Janick was a good guitarist, Bruce reasoned, if he had been 
awarded gold records. Both were from a few years ago and had been awarded to a band named White Spirit. 
Apparently Janick had been involved with that band and the band had been moderately successful. The name 
struck a chord in Bruce's memory,. He had been heavily into music during his University years and thought he 
may have seen White Spirit perform. 


Bruce finished with the fireplace area and made a note of the readings then continued through the rest of 
the rather large room. Janick referred to it as a library. Obviously that was its original purpose, three of the 
walls were lined floor to ceiling with built-in wooden shelves, all carved in the same style as the woodwork 
throughout the house meaning they were undoubtedly original. There were only a few books on them now, 
however, and some had been utilized as catchalls holding blank music sheets, small articles of equipment such 
as headphones and neatly wrapped cords and leads. Janick played, made some adjustment to the equipment, 
then played again. Janick was playing the style Bruce loved best; hard, edgy rock with a progressive feel to it. 


Believing the man to be immersed in his work, Bruce made to slip unobtrusively out of the room. 
"Did you find anything?" Janick called, immediately stilling the strings with his palm. 


"Nothing conclusive, but I'm going to set up some recorders in here tonight, if that's all right. Right now I'm 
going to check out the pantry and kitchen area" The kitchen had been completely modernized but the pantry, 


where the door to the servants wing was located, appeared to be original to the house. 
Janick smiled "| admit it, I'm interested. If you need a hand, let me know." 


Bruce left the room a bit reluctantly, he would have loved to simply sit and listen to Janick play but he 
reminded himself he had a show to put together. He knew he had to do everything he could before the others 
arrived in order to stay on schedule and if he fell behind schedule Steve, the programs producer, would give 
him an earful. 


He'd more or less bypassed the pantry area on his initial sweep of the house, but scanning it now Bruce felt 
he may be onto something. The walls of the small room were of rough stone so it was natural it would be 
cool in there but it was unnaturally cold and the area around the doorway showed a dip in temperature that 
he couldn't explain. Switching on the EMF meter he was surprised to see that in a small area directly before 
the door the readings spiked higher than anyplace he'd encountered in the house yet. Going by his usual 
methods, the first thing he did was try to explain it logically. He knew that the faulty wiring in the hallway 
beyond the door could account for unusual readings but if that were the explanation the whole area would 


read the same, and it didn't. Only the area directly in front of the door spiked the meter. Bruce duly made a 


note of it in the spiral note pad he always kept in his pocket and continued his circuit around the pantry. Only 


the area within a foot or two of the door showed any abnormal readings. 


Bruce then went outside the house and examined the outside, particularly outside the servants rooms. It was 
obvious that this was the oldest section of the building, the walls were over a foot thick and though each 
room had a small window, the windows were small and deeply set into the wall. When he'd arrived the day 
before the light had been failing and he hadn't scouted the area surrounding the house but now in the bright 
sunlight he noticed a few points of interest. There had once been a door leading outside at the end of the 
servants hall that had been blocked at some point in the house's history, no doubt when having live-in 
servants was no longer necessary. Rounding a corner Bruce was somewhat surprised to see a modern 
children's play area set up beneath the only mature trees in the area. The playhouse with a swing set and 
small slide looked incongruous there and also looked virtually unused. Bruce found himself wondering just how 


often Janick's daughter visited. 


As he was checking out the one small stone outbuilding Bruce heard the front door to the house close and saw 
Janick exit, setting off across the field. He had a camera bag around his neck and a bottle of water in his 
hand and was obviously going for a walk. He hadn't noticed Bruce in the shadow of the outbuilding and was 
striding off on his long legs, his hair showing almost pure gold in the sunlight. Bruce found himself watching 
until Janick passed over a slight rise in the land and was lost to sight. For the past six years Bruce had been 
totally engrossed in first selling the network on the television program then on striving to make it a quality 
show. He hadn't had time for much else and it had been years since he'd found himself attracted to anyone. 
He'd long ago accepted that he was bisexual, though he had never been in a relationship with a man aside from 


a handful of one-night stands in college. He couldn't deny that he found Janick to be very attractive. 


Bruce spent the remainder of the afternoon transcribing his notes to the computer and putting in a rough 
draft of the dialog he would use for narration of the final show. He was ensconced at the table in the corner 


of the lounge and didn't hear Jan arrive back home until a quiet voice sounded behind him. 
"You can sit on the sofa while you're doing that, if you like. Make yourself at home." 


He was about to reply when the phone on the end table rang. Janick answered it, listened for a moment, and 


said "Just a moment." He held the phone up in Bruce's direction "H's for you." 


Bruce crossed to the room and took the phone. It was Adrian and the news wasn't good. Nicko's father was 


still quite ill and he had requested the rest of the week off. 


"The rest of the week! It's only Tuesday!" then he took a breath. He couldn't very well deny the man leave 
for a family emergency. “All right, tell him to take all the time he needs." 


"Harris wants me to try to line up a replacement cameraman" Ade told him. He was referring to Steve Harris, 


the producer. 


"Doesn't he realize it isn't that easy!" Bruce was exasperated. This job required more than basic cameraman 
skills. The person would also have to be intimately familiar with FLIR technology, thermal imagery, night vision 
cameras and would also have to be on hand to fill in with any other tasks that may be called for. 


"He knows," Ade said. "but he's only concerned about staying on schedule and making money with the show. | 


put him off by saying you would have to personally approve of anyone he brought in to fill in 


"Which I'm not going to do!" Bruce declared. The four team members had been together since University, long 
before any national recognition or television show. Bruce had no intention of replacing Nicko even for one show. 


"If he keeps pressing you, tell him to call me at this number." 

"So you're staying?" Ade sounded somewhat surprised. "It could be days before we're able to join you." 

"| realize that, but this case is getting interesting.” He briefly outlined some of the findings he'd gathered 
including Janick's possible sighting of a shadow figure. First and foremost they were an investigative team 
dedicated to documenting and possibly debunking potential hauntings and he had no intention of leaving a job 
unfinished. 

| admit that sounds interesting!" Adrian let out a little whistle. "Will | be able to reach you at this number?" 


"As far as | know. IfI have to move to a hotel somewhere I'll let you know, okay?" 


Adrian agreed and Bruce soon hung up, turning to find Janick was still in the room and was checking out the 


FLIR camera Bruce had left lying on the table. 


"Sorry," he put it down with a sheepish smile, "I know | shouldn't touch your equipment but l'm very 
interested in photography. 


Bruce found himself thinking ‘you can touch my equipment any time you want! and then he admonished 
himself. Since when did he start thinking like Beavis and Butthead, making sexual innuendos out of everything? 
Aloud he said, "Feel free to look it over, you aren't going to hurt anything. Are you familiar with FLIR 
technology?" 


‘Only slightly. | know it stands for Forward Looking Infrared and that it reads thermal signatures but I've 


never used it" 


Bruce was struck with a sudden idea "Would you like to? My cameraman has a family emergency and | can't 


run the camera and take EVP and EMF readings at the same time." 
Janick's eyes sparked with interest, "Do you think I'd be of any use?" 


Bruce considered it a moment "If you're already familiar with cameras you should be able to pick it up fairly 


quickly" He realized that he'd just told Adrian almost the exact opposite on the phone, but Janick was there 


and willing to help, so why not? "You don't have to interpret the images you record, I'll do that" 
"Sure! |'d love to, thanks!" Janick enthused. 


Bruce chuckled, "You're thanking me for helping me out? Oh, umm.. | should probably run into the nearest 


town in the morning and find a hotel. | cant keep imposing on you here." 


Janick looked a little surprised, maybe even a bit offended, "But you aren't imposing on me! | have two weeks 
on my hands before | have any work to do and. " his voice fell a little and Bruce heard a distinct note of 


sadness, "I don't really like being alone." 


It was on the tip of Bruce's tongue to ask why he leased a home in such a remote location if he didn’t like 
being alone but he bit back the words, knowing it was none of his business. Janick, however, seemed to read 


his thoughts. He'd sat down on the other end of the sofa where Bruce was sitting. 


"When | first moved out here | thought it would be perfect, that Shauna and | would have all sorts of fun 
wandering the countryside and playing in this big house, but it didn't work out like that.” 


“Shauna is your daughter?" 


Janick nodded and there was no mistaking the sadness in his eyes now, “Yeah. She just turned five. | was 
supposed to have her with me every weekend, but..." He trailed off, looking away. When he looked back Bruce 
saw his eyes were moist. "her mother keeps finding reasons why she can't come. She took Shauna to Florida a 


few days ago, they're spending a week at Disney World." 


‘I'm sorry," Bruce said quietly. Knowing his daughter was enjoying Disney World without him must be 
heartbreaking. 


"Well." Janick stood abruptly, clearing his throat quietly, "I'm going to fix some supper. I'll let you know when 
it's finished, you can join me. And Bruce," he looked back, "you're welcome to stay here as long as your 
investigation takes." 
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Janick still had not gone shopping and the evening meal consisted of boxed macaroni and cheese with 


microwaved mixed vegetables. Janick started to apologize for the food but Bruce forestalled him. 
‘Its the same sort of thing | eat when I'm home and there's nothing wrong with it. " 
"You live in London?" Janick asked. 


Bruce nodded, "Just outside of the city, yeah. | spend more time in the field and at the production studios 


than | do at home so | usually just grab some takeaway" 

"l used to live in London," Janick said, taking another spoonful of vegetables. "when | was with my band." 
"Didn't you say you're with a band now?" 

"I am, Gogmagog, but we're really loosely organized. Every one of us has other commitments so we get 
together a few times a year, write and record some music, play a few shows, and go our separate ways. | 


was referring to the band | used to be with, White Spirit." 


Bruce commented that the name sounded familiar to him. "Didn't White Spirit play at Hammerfest a few years 


ago?" 


Janick couldn't hide his surprise "Yeah, for three years in a row, actually. The last time was five years ago. 


You were there?" 

Bruce laughed a little, "Don't look so surprised! | was in my last year at University, | used to go to a lot of 
festivals and concerts then. | was pretty drunk by the time White Spirit came on but | remember the band. 
You were good. Why did you break up?" 


It was an innocent question asked out of simple curiosity but Janick's face closed off and he looked down at his 


plate, concentrating on his food. "Just... personal reasons, | guess." 


Bruce sensed he'd touched a nerve and fell silent, then after a few minutes changed the subject. "I'm going to 


put every piece of equipment | have out tonight, and I'd like to put a motion detector and an EVP recorder in 
the music room as well as in the pantry and the servants hallway. | wish | had more with me but if | spread 


it around in the most likely locations | may get something." 


Janick looked thoughtful as he gathered the plates and began to load the dishwasher. “Bruce? Have you ever 


seen a ghost?" 


Bruce had been asked that question more times than he could count and he'd become a master of answering 


without actually answering. Now, though, he didn't feel any need to spin Janick. "Yeah, | think so." 
Jan sat back down across from him, keenly interested. "Tell me about it" 


Its not much of a story, I'm afraid. It was before we had the TV show. We were investigating a site in Wales 
where the property owner reported seeing lights and hearing sounds like hoofbeats around their barn. In those 
days we had less equipment and made up for it by personally watching the area from different locations all 
night. | was inside the barn, it was an old stone barn, and trying not to fall asleep when | saw a light" 


"A light?" Janick was leaning forward with interest now, his chin propped on his hand. 


"I thought I'd imagined it and | got on the radio to Nick. We always carry walkie-talkies to stay in touch with 
each other. He told me he didn't see anything and | convinced myself | was seeing things when | saw it again, 
plain as day. It looked like a lantern, an old fashioned oil lantern, and it was at the height it would be if it was 
being carried. It was a dark night and | couldn't tell if anyone was carrying it at first but it was getting closer. 
When it got about twenty feet away | could tell it was just hovering there, and | thought | heard something 
like hoofbeats. Then it just vanished. It just fucking winked out like a match! The other guys believed me when 
| reported it but they didn't see it, they hadn't seen anything unusual at all” 


Janick looked enthralled, "Wow! This may sound like a dumb question, but weren't you scared?" 


Its very rare for anyone to report being harmed by an apparition, and | knew that. But." he laughed, "hell, 
yes | was scared!" They both laughed, then it was Bruce's turn to ask. "So, do you believe in ghosts, Janick?" 


Janick smiled but gave a shrug. “Before you came | never really gave it much thought. But this morning 
when | thought | saw something .. well, let's just say l'm thinking about it now!" 


"You still want to help me set up my gear?" 

"Yeah. lm curious, but l'm not scared!" 

They gathered Bruce's equipment then and began to set it up, both in the music room and in and around the 
servants hall. It was growing dark by this time and the temperature grew colder the further they ventured 


down the hallway. The electricity in the hall was still not working but Bruce had two headlamps and an LED 


lantern so they each wore a head lamp and set the lantern near the entry where it could illuminate the entire 


hall. They made their way to the far end of the hallway setting up a small video camera, an EVP recorder, and 
an infrared motion detector near the door of the last room, the room where Bruce had the highest reading on 
his earlier sweep. They were just turning to return to the kitchen when suddenly the lantern by the door 


winked out. 


These things happened, Bruce knew. The lantern was battery operated and the high EMF readings near the 
door could have drained the batteries. Janick looked at him, barely discernible in the dim light, alert but not 


alarmed. 


"At least we still have the head lamps," Bruce remarked and took a step ahead. All at once both headlamps 


went out simultaneously. 


"What the fuck?" Bruce heard Janick mutter. It was completely dark now in the windowless hall, though a 
faint crack of light showed beneath the door to the pantry. 


"Bad batteries." Bruce said, trying to sound matter-of-fact, but in truth he had never had three different 
light sources go out at once before. He thought he heard a faint harumph from Janick but he didn't say 
anything. 


He did, however, feel the other man's fingertips brush his arm "Where are you?" Janick asked. 


Without thinking, Bruce reached out and took Janick's hand. "Right here. Come on," he put on a mock-ominous 
voice, "go to the light!" 


He was rewarded by a chuckle and they carefully walked toward the faint glimmer. They were ten feet from 
it and both looking at it to maintain their sense of direction when they saw an unmistakable shadow cross the 


hall 


"Shit!" Bruce muttered He brought up the EMF meter, switching it on. The readout was illuminated and he 
saw the reading jump, then return to a normal reading. His other hand was still holding Janick's and he felt it 


tighten slightly. 
"Let's get the fuck out of here!" Jan murmured, his voice somewhat shaky. 


The few feet remaining until they reached the door were nerve-wracking but they reached it without anything 
further happening and Bruce gladly closed the hall door firmly behind him. 


"If the batteries in the equipment don't drain overnight we may have a good chance of getting something.” 
Bruce somewhat reluctantly let go of Janick's hand and took another reading of the pantry before they left 
the area altogether. He picked up the lantern, switched it off then switched it back on, and it lit normally. 
Janick was already leaving the room and didn't see, for which Bruce was thankful. They went to the music 
room to set up the remaining camera and meter in there but after a few minutes Bruce noticed Janick was 


unusually quiet. 


"Hey, are you all right, mate?" 


Jan looked up with a small start. "Yeah, yeah, | was just thinking. I've lived here for almost a year and nothing 


Bruce sat on the couch to check the battery levels in the equipment before setting it up. "If | had to make a 
guess, I'd say its because you never went into that wing of the house until | arrived. Whether its natural or 


supernatural, whatever is causing this seems to be centered in that part of the house." 


Jan sat too, "That makes sense, | guess. It does feel weird, though" 


| can understand that, you aren't used to it" Bruce flipped the battery case closed and mounted the small 
FLIR camera on a tripod, checking the sensor. It was wired to activate if the motion sensor was tripped. "If 
you find it too unsettling | suppose you could go to a hotel or something until the investigation is finished." 
Even as he said this, he hoped Janick would stay. 


"No," Janick said without hesitation. "lm not afraid, just kind of weirded out. | want to see it through, as long 


as you don't mind me hanging around." 


"Hey," Bruce grinned over at him, "it's your house! And you are helping me set things up, though of course 


you don't have to..." 
"No, it's interesting," Janick said. "I'm happy to help if | can" 


"Well, you may change your mind tomorrow night." Bruce said. "If | get anything on any of the cameras or 
EVP recorders, my next step is to sit and monitor the areas with the most activity all night with an infrared 
camera Of course, | usually have three other people with me to monitor the equipment. l'm not going to ask 
you to sit up all night, of course, but if | could have you on the other walkie-talkie it would be a big help." 


Janick smiled, "I can sit up with you, though | don't really know what to look for. At the very least | can be 


on the walkie-talkie.” 


"Well, as for what to look for, you just look for anything unusual. If you're serious about it I'll go over the 


equipment with you tomorrow and show you how it works." Bruce was more pleased than he knew he should 


be that Janick wanted to stay up with him. 


Janick smiled again, a smile that caused a kind of comforting warmth to flow through Bruce. "Sure l'm 


serious, it sounds interesting." 


Bruce went to his computer then, taking Janick's suggestion and using it in comfort on the couch rather than 


in a hard chair, and Janick retreated upstairs, coming down a half hour later with damp hair from a shower 
and wearing the same pajama bottoms he'd worn the previous night with a plain gray tee shirt. He appeared 
to be wearing briefs this time but Bruce was sharply reminded of how iot had looked when he hadn't been and 
found he'd lost track of what he'd been typing. 


Janick sat at the other end of the couch and flicked on the television. The reception wasn't the best as there 
was no cable service and Janick kept the volume low, flipping past a football match and a crime drama before 
settling on a documentary about ancient Egypt. The television didn't disturb Bruce and he listened with half his 
mind, he found the program interesting but he still found it difficult to concentrate. The occurrences in the 
hallway had been among the most activity Bruce had yet encountered on a job but that wasn't what was 
distracting him. It was Janick, sitting just a few feet away. He was close enough that Bruce could smell his 
shampoo and notice how his hair was drying in loose waves, how his long, lean legs were crossed up on the 


coffee table and how his long fingers were toying absently with the remote control. 


It took Bruce a minute to realize Janick was more on edge than he had let on. It was understandable, 
considering he'd seen a shadow figure twice in one day. He wasn't afraid but it would be impossible to not be a 
little shook up. Bruce felt a strange, unexpected urge to take him away from there, which he knew was 
ridiculous. This was a job and it would make a good episode of the show, especially if he could get a few more 
readings and hopefully some images or EVP's. And Janick could leave and go to a hotel anytime he wanted. 
He'd volunteered to help Bruce; he didn't have to do that. But on the other hand Janick had to live here in this 
isolated house where odd things, were occurring, things he as yet couldn't explain. Bruce felt a resolve grow 
in him. He wanted to get to the bottom of these occurrences, and not for purely scientific reasons. He wanted 


to resolve it for Janick's sake, so he could live here in peace, hopefully with his little girl the way he'd planned. 
With this motivation, Bruce focused on orgarizing his notes into a rough timeline to refer to in the narration. 
The documentary on TV ended and Janick surfed the channels a few minutes then announced he was going up 
to bed. 


"Yeah, me too. There's nothing more | can do tonight; tomorrow night is when the real work will start." 


The two men climbed the broad stairs together. "I'm kind of looking forward to learning more about FLIR" 


Janick admitted. 
"Photography is a hobby of yours?" Bruce was curious. 


| guess you could say that. When | used to tour with the band | liked to wander around the different cities 


we were in with my camera. Then after Shauna was born | took hundreds of photos of her." 


Bruce smiled, "I couldn't help notice some photos in your room when | was taking readings the other day. You 


took those?" 


Janick nodded. They were at the top of the stairs now and paused at Janick's door, "| have a few cameras, a 
couple of them are pretty sophisticated but nothing specialized like yours. " 


"If you have high quality cameras maybe we could capture some images with then, if you're willing. What 
kinds do you have?" 


"Come on in, I'll show you." Janick opened his door and flipped on a switch that lit two bedside lamps and a 
lamp on a desk by the window. He went to a closet, actually a freestanding wardrobe, and took out three 
camera bags while Bruce sat on the settee. Bruce's eyes nearly popped out when Janick took a Nikon D5 DSLR 


from one, he knew the cost of that particular model cost over five thousand quid. 


"Damn, Janick, you really are serious about photography!" he exclaimed, unable to keep his enthusiasm from 


showing. 
Janick gave a self-deprecating laugh, "It's just a hobby, but | enjoy it” 


Bruce took the camera, examining it, "This would take great low-light shots, I've been wanting to get one like 


this." 

"We can use it tomorrow night, if you want: 

"Really? Great, thanks!" 

Janick brought out two other cameras, a Canon and another Nikon, this one a model Bruce wasn't familiar 
with. Janick explained that he had it set up for portraits. He stood and took one of the framed photos from 
the wall over his bureau. 

"This is an example, | took this of Shauna a few months ago." 

Bruce took the photo. It wasn't a typical studio shot, it looked to have been taken in the music room 
downstairs. It showed a little girl with wavy brown hair standing by a guitar on a stand. The background was 
deliberately blurred but was obviously an array of amps against the wall. 

"This is a great shot. It doesn't look like she was posing for it." 

"She wasn't, she was just playing." 

Bruce looked closer. "She's beautiful." 


"Yeah," Janick smiled. "She is." His voice was subdued, a mix of sadness and regret. 


Bruce handed back the photo. He was moved by Janick's demeanor, something in the man's gray eyes touched 


him. "For what it's worth, l'm sorry you're going through this mess with your ex-wife. | can't imagine how 


heartbreaking that must be." Bruce had never given more than a passing thought to having children of his 
own but he was suddenly struck with empathy for Janick. 


"Yeah, well." Janick stood and hung the photo back on the wall. His back was to Bruce but Bruce could tell he 
was fighting back tears. "I guess it's my own fault: 


| can't believe that!" Bruce spoke without thinking but he couldn't imagine someone as soft-spoken and 


easygoing as Janick deserving that kind of heartache. 


Janick fussed with the picture as he struggled to get control of his emotions, "According to her mother, it is. 
I'm not a fit father." 


"Bullshit!" Bruce exclaimed. "Granted, I've only known you a couple of days but I'm a pretty good judge of 
character and there's no doubt in my mind that you're a wonderful father! You clearly love Shauna very 
much!" 

"Of course | do, she's the greatest thing that's ever happened to me." He returned to the couch then but 
kept his head low, his hair obscuring his face as he put the cameras back in their cases. “But, you know.. I'm 
a musician, I'm never home, | make questionable choices... | suppose | can't really blame Kendra for thinking like 
she does." 

"She knew you were a musician when you married her, right?" 

"Yeah, she knew I'd been in bands since | was a teenager. In fact that's how | met her, she was working as an 


assistant to one of the promoters." 


Bruce fell silent, he wanted to say something comforting but realistically he couldn't say everything would be 
all right but it may not be. Janick's next words took him completely by surprise. 


"But she didn't know l'm bisexual." 
"Oh!" It was all Bruce could think to say. 


Janick stood to put the cameras back in the wardrobe, his face turned away and his hair still obscuring it. 


Finally Bruce found his tongue. 
"But that's no reason to think you're an unfit father!" 


Janick gave a small shrug, "Well, considering she caught me fooling around with another guy in the band, she 


thought it was." 


The pieces suddenly fit together for Bruce. The band White Spirit had dissolved about a year ago, right about 


the time Janick said he moved to this house. "That's what broke up both your marriage and your band, isn't 
it?" he asked quietly. Belatedly he realized that these things were none of his business but he thought of 


Janick as a friend now and had spoken as he would to a friend. 
Janick's reply was soft and muffled because he was leaning into the closet "Yeah." 


"I'm sorry," Bruce said again. He knew it was lame, but he genuinely felt for Janick "So you moved out here. 
| suppose | can understand that." He stood, suddenly feeling like he was intruding. "I'd better go to bed | want 
to check the equipment as soon as it gets light” 


Wordlessly Janick crossed the room, not going to the door to the hall but rather opening a door set in the wall 
near the bathroom. Bruce had seen a corresponding door in his own room but hadn't thought to wonder 


where it led. Obviously it was a connecting door between the two rooms, which made sense since Bruce's room 


had been intended for Janick's daughter. 


Janick opened the door, "You may as well take the shortcut." He gave a weak smile, trying to lighten the 
mood. 


Bruce went to the door that Janick was still holding open but paused in front of the other man. "Janick... " but 
he didn't finish, he didn't even know what he'd intended to say. 


Janick smiled, his smile warm and genuine this time. "Goodnight, Bruce. I'll see you in the morning." 
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Chapter Five 


As it turned out, the two saw one another long before morning. Bruce hadn't been able to fall asleep and lay 
awake for over an hour after turning out the lamp, unsettled but unable to pinpoint just why. He finally dozed 
off but his sleep was light and fitful so when he heard a sound he was instantly awake and alert. He lay still, 
his ears straining, then he heard it again. It seemed to come from the closed-off fireplace, a rustling, 
scratching sound that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up. His first thought was that a bird was 


in the flue but he immediately dismissed that idea. The sound was too regular, evenly spaced and deliberate. 


"What the fuck!" Bruce exclaimed aloud, getting up and switching on the lamp. Every piece of his ghost 
hunting equipment was in use downstairs, he didn't even have an EMF detector in the room, and for the first 
time since he'd seen the mysterious light in Wales he felt a trickle of genuine fear. He crossed to the 
fireplace cautiously but when he came within a few feet of it, the sounds suddenly stopped. He stood perfectly 
still for a few minutes, then approached the fireplace a bit more boldly. He wanted to run downstairs to get 
one of his meters but was reluctant to leave the room, and also he didn't want to jeopardize his chances of 
capturing some evidence downstairs. Manually inspecting the fireplace and mantle produced no results 
whatsoever, though he was reassured to note that the embossed metal plate closing off the firebox was 
securely fixed in place. He was kneeling on the hearth running his fingers around the edges when a knock 


sounded on the connecting door. 
His heart jumped for a moment before he realized the sound was from Janick's room. 
"Come on in, Janick” He called. He hadn't locked the door. 


The door opened and Janick stood there. The first thing Bruce noticed was that he was only wearing briefs 


and a sleeveless tee, and the second thing he noticed was the uneasy, apprehensive expression of his face. 
"Good, you were already up." Janick said, relief evident in his voice. Bruce stood. 
"What's wrong?" 


"| heard something weird" Jan ventured into the room, still hesitant. 


Bruce crossed over to him. "Sit down, tell me what you heard." 


Janick sat of the edge of the bed, then suddenly seemed to realize he was practically naked. He snatched up 
the blanket that had been lying across the foot of the bed, wrapping it around himself. 


"It woke me up," he told Bruce. "It was a ..a scrabbling sound, coming from the fireplace." 
Bruce nodded. "I know exactly what you heard; | heard it too. From my fireplace: 

Janick looked puzzled. "It can't have been the same thing. Our chimneys aren't connected." 
"Nevertheless, it seems to be the same sound. Were the sounds regularly spaced?" 


Jan's puzzled look increased, "Yeah, they were. It wasn't random like a rat or a bird Bruce, what the fuck is 


going on here?" 


Bruce sat next to the blonde man. 'I don't have any theories yet. None of the usual explanations seem to fit. 
So far, this seems to be genuine paranormal activity. I've only had a few other cases like this that couldn't be 
explained away easily and none of them had shadow figures like we've seen here. Shadows on film can usually 


be explained away by dust particles or tricks of the lighting but we both saw these with our own eyes." 


Janick looked thoughtful, drawing the blanket more closely around his shoulders. “This is getting seriously 


creepy!" 


Bruce had to agree. Damn, he wished the rest of the team were here! This would make a fantastic episode 
of the show, possibly the best they'd ever filmed. Since Janick had offered to help maybe he could at least 
get some film footage before they joined him. Of course, Janick had volunteered before this latest unexplained 


sound. 


"Do you still want to help me?" he asked, the tone of his voice making it clear that he wouldn't judge Janick 
badly if he wanted to leave the house at the earliest opportunity. 


"Yeah, | want to figure out what this is all about!" 


Bruce hated to ask his next question but in the interest of the investigation he felt he had to. "Has your 


daughter ever reported hearing or seeing anything here?" 


Janick shook his head. "She's only been here a few times, but she's never said anything. She didn't like staying 
in this room, though, she usually slept with me." 


‘Lucky kid! Bruce thought, then he reproached himself. He had to stop these stupid uncalled-for thoughts 
that kept invading his mind. It was very distracting, the way they popped into his head at inopportune 
moments like this. In the back of his mind he knew why he was doing this. He was attracted to Janick; he was 


seriously attracted to him. This was not the time or place for that, however. Tearing his mind away from the 
realization that Jan sat two feet from him clad only in his underwear beneath the blanket, he began to outline 


his plan for tomorrow night. 


"When we're all present we generally trade off our jobs. | film and take readings for a couple of hours while 
the others monitor the video feeds and monitor the other equipment, then we switch so we don't get tired and 
inattentive. | was going to focus completely on the servants wing but now it seems that there is activity in 


other areas too, so I'll have to come up with a way to monitor all the areas where we've had activity." 


"That's really only the servants wing and the library, though, right? These sounds tonight were weird but 
they may not be connected to any of the rest of it" 


Bruce nodded, pleased that Janick was being analytical and logical about it. "Right, | don't think we need to 
focus on the upstairs." Bruce sat back on the bed now, pulling his feet up and lying back against the headboard. 
Janick took this as a hint that he should be getting back to his own room. He stood, grabbing the blanket as it 
threatened to fall. 


"I should let you get back to sleep" He said, but Bruce detected reluctance in his voice. Moved by an impulse 
he didn't understand, Bruce spoke up unexpectedly. 


"You don't have to leave, Jan," he unconsciously shortened the other man's name, not realizing it "I don't know 


about you, but! don't expect to get much sleep. Stay and we can watch some television” The bedroom was 


furnished with a small TV, though Bruce hadn't yet used it 
Janick slowly sat back down, but felt he had to protest. “There will only be one or two stations coming in’ 
Bruce merely shrugged. "It beats lying in the dark waiting to hear mysterious sounds, doesn't it?" 

Jan let out a reluctant laugh, "Anything beats that! 


Jan sat on the edge of the bed but Bruce smoothed down the cover and patted the spot next to himself 
against the headboard. Jan scooted up without comment, carefully holding his blanket around himself. They 
soon found out he had been right about the television reception but after a few minutes they were paying 
little attention to that anyway. Janick asked Bruce if he'd had any other investigations in the area. He hadn't, 
but it led the conversation to some of the places he had been. This in turn led to Janick telling of times his 
band performed near some of the locations Bruce named. Before long the two men were relaxed, thoughts of 
ghosts and unexplained happenings all but forgotten as they exchanged stories and learned they had a number 


of things in common, not least their taste in music. 


The conversation diminished after a while though and Bruce lay his head back, letting his thoughts drift. 
Excitement over this case, anticipation for a successful filming, speculation about the causes of the things 
they'd been experiencing; theories were running through his mind but his thoughts kept straying. He opened 
his eyes a slit and looked at his companion. Janick appeared to be dozing, his head tipped against the pillow he'd 


tucked behind himself and his honey-gold hair spilling across his bare shoulder and the white pillow. Bruce took 
the opportunity to admire his straight, regular features and distinctive strong, squared jaw, noting how fair his 
complexion was and how he seemed to have very little facial hair. Even his arms were virtually hairless, they 
lay outside the blanket he was wrapped in, crossed on his lap. The blanket exposed his lower legs and Bruce 
found himself wondering if the skin was as smooth and soft as it appeared. He could see lean, wiry muscle and 


he imagined how it would feel against his hand, against his body, the legs wrapped around him... 


Bruce tore his eyes from Janick and ran his hand across his face. He was feeling strong stirrings of desire 
for the man at his side and he was a little ashamed of himself for it. This wasn't like him, he never let 
himself get distracted from an investigation this way. He hadn't allowed himself to become attracted to anyone, 
male or female, for several years but in Janick's case he couldn't seem to stop himself. He looked over at the 
other man again and felt more than sexual attraction, he felt a warmth, an affection that was completely 
unreasonable considering how short a time he had known him. Janick was an engaging person; upbeat, kind- 
hearted, and intelligent but these things didn't account for how Bruce's stomach quivered and his heart filled 
with a fluttery lightness whenever they were together. Bruce closed his eyes and lay his head back again, 
listening to the soft drone of the television and began to drift to sleep. 


Sometime later Bruce was startled awake by a sudden movement from Janick. He looked blearily over at his 
companion. The blonde was muttering under his breath and moving restlessly, rolling his head from side to 
side. 


"Janick?" Bruce tapped his shoulder lightly. He was obviously having a bad dream and Bruce was uncertain 
whether he should awaken him. 


At his touch, though, Janick jerked and mumbled under his breath. "No..no, don't...please, don't." His 


movements became more agitated until he suddenly sat upright with a sharp cry. 


Before consciously thinking about it Bruce out his hands on the other man's shoulders, "Janick, Janick wake up! 
You're having a nightmare, wake up!" He shook him lightly and suddenly Janick's eyes opened, staring at Bruce 
blankly, his face damp with perspiration and his breath coming in short, ragged pants. With a start Bruce saw 
tracks of tears on his face. 


"Janick" instinctively he pulled the other man closer and raised a hand to brush at his tears, "It's okay, it's 


just a dream." 


Comprehension dawned in Janick's eyes then, and to Bruce's utter surprise he clutched at his shoulders, pulling 
him in for a convulsive hug. Bruce could feel his heart beating wildly against his chest as he tried to regain 
his composure. His own arms closed around Janick, a strong need to comfort him overtaking him. Jan's long 
fingers dug into Bruce's flesh and for a few moments they sat like that until Bruce felt Jan's breathing begin 
to return to normal. Then Jan slowly moved back a bit and dashed his hand over his eyes, raking back his wild 


mane of hair. 


"Oh, God!" he breathed, looking at Bruce. "That was awful! I'm sorry, Bruce." 


"Hey, don't apologize for having a bad dream!" Bruce smiled. "It must have been quite a nightmare, you looked 


really shook up." 


‘It was!" Jan said slowly. "I never have bad dreams, at least nothing like this!" A look of horror passed 
through his eyes as he thought of it. Belatedly Bruce realized he still had his hands on Jan's slim shoulders 
and he felt a shudder run through him. He removed his hands reluctantly. After a moment Jan spoke again, 
his voice low and kind of hollow, "I dreamed they were taking her away from me! They were pulling Shauna 


right out of my arms!" 


"Who was?" Bruce asked gently. He knew he probably shouldn't be asking Jan to relive the dream, but he 
hoped maybe it would feel less horrible if he talked about it. 


"| don't know." Jan answered, puzzlement in his voice, and he looked back at Bruce. "I don't know, it was like 


shadows grabbed ahold of her and were pulling her away from me!" 


"It was just a dream, Janick. Considering everything thats been happening in this house, it's not surprising 
you're dreaming about shadows! I+ was just your subconscious picking up on your worst fears." Moved by 
something he couldn't quite identify Bruce put his hand back on Jan's shoulder. "Nothing is going to take 


Shauna away from you." 
"Everything is trying to take her away from me, Bruce." Jan said quietly, looking away. 


"Jan, this is the twenty-first century. No one is going to think you're an unfit father because you're 
bisexual!" A part of Bruce felt that he was talking out of turn but he was moved by a rush of compassion 
for his new friend, he wanted to try to comfort him on any way he could. 


"It isn't just that, it's my whole lifestyle. Being on the road, keeping late hours, working with other musicians 


who may drink or use drugs! And now | apparently live in a haunted house, just to make matters worse. ' 


The defeat in his voice tore at Bruce's heart and he slipped his arm around Jan's shoulders. "We'll get to the 
bottom of this haunted house business, | promise you. And as for the rest of it, having a successful career is 


a positive thing. You can provide for Shauna, and that's what really matters." 


Jan still looked pessimistic. "Kendra will do everything she can to make trouble for me. She'd already gone for 
legal advice, which | never expected And the worst thing is she doesn't even have to lie. She may exaggerate, 
but she won't have to make anything up. | do drink when I'm on the road, I'm gone from home more often 


than I'm here, and..." he made a vague gesture and trailed off. 


"And the incident with the other guy in the band, right?" Bruce finished for him quietly. "She caught you in 
the act?" 


Jan nodded. "There was a big after-party one night and | got wasted. | didn't even know Kendra came to the 


show, she almost never came to our shows. Apparently she was waiting at the hotel and when | didn't come 
back she came to the venue to find me." He gave a somewhat bitter laugh. "She found me all right! On my 


knees in front of Mick in the wardrobe room." 


Bruce instantly felt a thrill run through him, he couldn't help but picture that in his mind and it made him feel 
like his blood turned to lava. "You and this guy were having an affair?" 


"No. God, no! We were just drunk and horny and |... well, it had been a while for me. After Shauna was born 


Kendra and | didn't..." 


He trailed off but Bruce could fill in the blanks. "That's crazy!" He grumbled quietly. "Who wouldn't jump at a 


chance to sleep with you every chance they got?!" 


Janick gave him a quick look and Bruce realized he'd said that aloud. He plunged ahead. "I'm serious! | mean, look 
at you, you're incredibly hot, and more importantly you're probably the nicest person I've ever met! Anyone 


who had a chance to be with you would be the luckiest person on earth. | should be so lucky!" 


Janick was staring at Bruce now with an unreadable expression and Bruce knew he'd let his tongue run away 
with him. "I'm sorry," he muttered, "but that's how | see it" He looked away under Jan's penetrating gaze, 
regretting having spoken. Janick was going to feel weird now, he'd probably just wrecked what was turning into 


a good friendship. 
"Bruce?" Janick finally spoke, his voice low and solemn, a confused look on his face. 


Bruce looked back up, meeting Jan's gray eyes honestly. He knew what he was asking and he had to give an 
honest answer. "Well, what do you want me to say? If we weren't trying to figure out these weird 


occurrences and if you weren't worried about trouble from your ex, I'd ask you out in a heartbeat!" 


A slow smile came across Jan's face, a warm and genuine smile. "Yeah?" he paused for a few seconds "You 


know what? If you did, I'd go out with you in a heartbeat!" 


The two men looked at one another for several seconds, then Bruce felt Jan's hand cover his own on the 
blanket between them, the touch warm and light. Bruce turned his hand and threaded his fingers through 
Jan's, still not breaking his gaze. He felt like he couldn't look away if he tried, and he didn't want to try. 
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Chapter Six 


The two men sat in contemplative silence and Bruce was acutely conscious of Jan's hand in his. Graceful long 
fingers, calloused from playing guitar, warm and strong and somehow both comforting and exhilarating. Bruce 
had never been attracted to anyone he'd met on an investigation before and suspected that many would find it 
questionable, a conflict of interest of sorts, but he couldn't find the will to be troubled by it. Gradually he felt 
Jan's fingers slacken as the other man dozed back off and he was drifting off into daydreams himself, 
daydreams involving Janick, when both men sat bolt upright. The adjoining door, which Janick had left open, 
slammed shut on its own. It didn’t just swing closed or gently close from a breeze, but it slammed with 


considerable force. 
Bruce and Janick looked at one another, alarm in both their faces. "Bruce..? Janick began 


Bruce simply shook his head. He had no explanation. Jan's hand had tightened on his again and he reluctantly let 
go, getting up to examine the door. The hinge was balanced, it didn't swing one way or the other, and there 


were no windows open to create a draft. 


There was no question of going back to sleep now so the two of them dressed and ventured downstairs. The 
eastern sky was just beginning to lighten and Janick started brewing coffee in the kitchen while Bruce 


gathered the equipment from where they had placed it. 


"These two infrared sensors have been activated," Bruce told Jan as he returned to the kitchen from the 


servants wing, "and there have been three photos taken on the thermal camera." 


He went then to get the FLIR camera from the music room and brought it all, with his laptop, to the kitchen 
to review as Janick set about putting together a breakfast. Jan left him to it, placing a plate of eggs and 
sausage in front of him quietly so as not to disturb him. Bruce sat with headphones on watching the FLIR 
footage and listening to the accompanying audio. Every few minutes Bruce scribbled down a note of points in 
the results that needed to be more carefully analyzed, then he moved on to the still shots, uploading them to 


the computer. 
"Jan, look," he slid the laptop across the table to the blonde. "Right there at 3:48. Do you see something?" 


Janick looked, frowned a little, rewound the footage and looked again. "| see something move," he finally said, 


returning the computer to Bruce, "but | can't tell what it is." 


Bruce nodded. The film showed a quick flash of a heat signature going from left to right at about five feet 
from the floor. "That was in the music room," he told Jan, then rewound the EVP recorder. "and this 


corresponds in time. Listen" 


Jan moved his chair to Bruce's side of the table, taking the recorder and headphones from Bruce. He listened 


for a few seconds, then looked at Bruce. "What was that?" He looked both puzzled and alarmed. 
"l'm not sure, but it sounds like a whisper. It sounds like words." 
Janick nodded slowly, rewinding and listening again. "It sounds like it's saying... love?" 


Bruce listened again as well. He hadn't been able to make out the words but now he realized it did sound like 


the word love, spoken in a quick, feathery voice along with some other unintelligible words. 


"Okay," Bruce took on his investigative demeanor, laying the headphones aside. "I need the rest of the 
equipment. I'm going to call my team and get them up here. The cameraman is still off on a family emergency 
but, if you're willing, you can act as cameraman. We need to look further into this, and we need to start 


filming for the show." 


lll be happy to help. I'm not as familiar with video cameras as | am with still ones but I've used them a 


number of times and I've helped edit a couple of music videos. I'll do the best | can." 


Bruce smiled, his growing affection for Janick breaking through his professionalism. "You'll do fine, and | really 
appreciate it. Not only are we falling behind out production schedule, activity seems to be picking up here and 


we need to get more organized in documenting it." 


Bruce set about working on a timeline of occurrences while Jan cleared the breakfast dishes. "Bruce, I'm going 


to need to go into town today, we have almost no food in the house." 


"That's fine. | have some more research to do anyway." He still hadn't read the local accounts of happenings 
at the house. He didn't expect to learn much but he had to build a background for the house to cite on the 


program. 
Janick left for town a couple of hours later while Bruce was still working on outlining the script for narration, 
but when he finished he brought up the files he'd uploaded from several different obscure websites, took the 


laptop to the living room to make himself comfortable on the couch, and began to read. 


So engrossed was Bruce that it was well into the morning before he tore himself away and phoned Adrian 
When he told the other man he needed him up there right away, Adrian was surprised. 


"We still haven't got Nicko!" 


"I know, | know, but we can't delay any longer. The activity here is increasing and the man who lives here has 


agreed to act as cameraman. He has some experience." 


"All right," Adrian sounded doubtful, "but it'd going to take us a while. Davey thought we had a few days off 


so he went to his parents' house for a visit. We probably can't get there until tomorrow." 


"Fine, do what you can. Tonight Janick and | are going to do live surveillance.” 
"Janick?" 


"The man who lives in the house. He's very... likable." Bruce thought he'd never made such an understatement 
in his life. “lm finding some interesting local lore about the house, but let me know when you think you'll 


arrive." 


Adrian agreed and they hung up. Bruce returned to his reading, wondering if Marvin the homeowner was 
familiar with any of the tales he was reading, but when he tried to reach the man the call went to voicemail. 
Bruce was so wrapped up in reading he visibly started at the sound of the front door when Janick returned. 


He went to help carry in bags of groceries. 


"I bought plenty," Janick told him, "since your team is coming. | don't have another furnished bedroom, though 
- will they be all right with sleeping on the couches downstairs?" 


"We've slept in far worse places, believe me. We often have to camp out and sleep in the van. They should be 
here tomorrow.’ Bruce set about helping Jan put groceries away and the domesticity of it gave him a strange 
but pleasant feeling. Working alongside the slim blonde guitarist reminded him that Janick had agreed to go out 
with him! He remembered the feeling of Jan's hand in his and the memory made his heart quicken. They 
chatted easily together discussing the anomalies they'd been encountering, only in the bright, sunlit kitchen it 


didn't feel so ominous or mysterious. Bruce filled Janick in on what he'd read in the local histories. 


"Apparently this house has had a reputation for over a hundred years," he told Jan. "The first mention of 
anything weird happening was in the mid eighteen-hundreds when the house was a hunting lodge and used only 
a few times a year. There was an unsolved murder here then and that could be the source of everything. | 
couldn't find any more information about it though so | may have to go into town and do some research at 


the library. Their website says they have extensive archives." 


"A murder?" Jan's interest was piqued. "I'd like to help you look into that. We can run into town this 


afternoon.” 


Bruce, too, was eager to learn more. At first he believed he could debunk the experiences but that was 
seeming less and less likely. None of his usual explanations seemed to fit and he had personally witnessed some 
of these things himself so he didn't have to rely on second hand accounts. Janick drove them to the library in 


the nearest town fourteen miles away and, somewhat to Bruce's surprise, Jan was very familiar with research 


techniques. 


| went to Uni for two years." he told Bruce. "| was taking history and sociology so there was a lot of 
research involved. | had to quit when the band's schedule got too hectic but I've always enjoyed looking things 


up. 


Jan proved himself to be invaluable as the afternoon wore on. Bruce knew research was vital to his job but 
he found it tedious. With Jan next to him, though, pointing out articles of interest he found Bruce genuinely 
enjoyed himself. They found nothing in the newspapers, the local papers didn't date back that far, so they 
moved to the microfilm and microfiche readers and began going through them. They were at it nearly an 


hour and Bruce's eyes were getting bleary when Jan tapped him on the arm. 


"| think | found it," he scooted to the side, making room for Bruce at the machine. The article he'd found was 
from the newspaper in the city to the north but it was quite detailed. It stated that an ‘abominable act had 
taken place at the hunting lodge of Malcolm Juris of London during the annual pheasant hunt. A certain Horace 
Bledsoe was found stabbed repeatedly but neither a murderer or a murder weapon was ever found. The most 
significant thing to Bruce, however, was that the murder had apparently been committed during the night and 
the body was found in the library, lying on the floor near the fireplace. 


"Let's keep looking" Bruce told Janick. "It seems like we're onto something here.’ Bruce made copies of the 
articles mentioning the incident but it was some time before they found any further mention of the house, 
and this was only a brief paragraph describing the suicide of one of the parlor maids some four months after 
the murder. She was found in her room one morning, having hanged herself from a clothing hook on the wall 
with a knotted scarf. The article commented that the woman must have been determined to kill herself and 


had stood on a chair, kicking it from beneath her until she was suspended with her feet only six inches from 


the floor. 


"God, no wonder there's weird shit happening," Jan commented as they left the library building. It was late 
afternoon, the library was closing and the summer sunlight was filtering through the leaves as they walked 
back to where Jan had parked a block away. Bruce had taken numerous notes as well as copies of all the 
pertinent newspaper stories and he knew he faced a long evening of transcribing them onto his computer and 
writing them into the script, but for the moment he wanted to forget about ghosts, suicides, and murders. 
The downtown area was just beyond them so as Jan started to veer toward the car Bruce reached out and 


touched his arm. 
"Um.., Janick? Would you like to get some dinner?" Then he grinned, "You did say you would go out with me, 
remember?" He was hiding the quivery feeling in his stomach behind bravado but he held his breath until he 
saw Janick smile. 


"Yeah, | did" he smiled a smile that made Bruce's heart flip. "Okay, let's get some dinner, then" 


Unfamiliar with the town, Bruce let Janick decide where to go and he chose an informal steak restaurant off 


the main street. They ordered a beer apiece and suddenly it felt like a date. Bruce couldn't remember the last 


time he'd been on a real date and he had never been on one with a man. He had also never been on a date 
with someone he felt as strongly drawn to as Janick The conversation started slow, they were both aware 
that this was their first date, but the easy camaraderie that had existed between them from the moment 
they met soon had them talking easily. They avoided the subject of the disturbances at the house and the 
unsettling articles they had read that afternoon and instead talked about the usual things people talked about 
when they were getting to know one another; music, movies, places they had been and things that interested 
them. It didn't surprise Bruce to learn they had a great deal in common. Physically they were very different, 
Janick was taller, slender, and fair whereas Bruce was shorter and more muscular, his long straight hair a 
burnished brown. When filming the show he always wore it in a ponytail but since there had been no filming as 


of yet he hadn't bothered to tie it back and it fell past his shoulders. 


After dinner they sat over a couple of pints, the conversation still flowing easily, so it was almost dark when 


they left the restaurant. 


"We should probably have taken a nap this afternoon in order to stay alert tonight," Bruce mused, "but it's 
too late now." Inwardly he knew they should be set up and ready to go by this time but he wouldn't have 
missed having dinner with Janick for anything. With that thought in mind he reached for Jan's hand as they 
walked to the car and was pleased to feel Jan's fingers close over his own He had been wondering if Jan would 
feel strange being seen holding hands with a man, this was a remote area and homophobia could still exist 
here, but he saw Jan's lips smile a bit when their hands touched and his stomach did that odd quivery thing 


again. 


Upon returning to the house they quickly and efficiently set up, Bruce explaining the process to Jan as they 
worked. 


"I think we should focus in the library tonight and leave the unused wing for when the team gets here, it's too 
difficult for just the two of us to adequately watch." 


Janick brought two of his cameras down so they would have them for still shots in addition to the still 
infrared camera and the video FLIR camera. Janick was to sit in the living room with the laptop tied into the 
FLIR, alert to any heat signatures that Bruce couldn't see with his bare eyes so he could draw his attention to 
any possible activity. He was also to take periodic film segments with an ordinary video camera to pad out the 
show and demonstrate for the viewers how much waiting and inactivity was involved in these investigations. 
Bruce, in turn, would sit in the dark library with the EMF meter and EVP recorder with the still cameras and 


monitor the motion detectors. 


By ten PM they were all set and took their stations, checking the walkie-talkies to be sure they were working 
properly. Bruce was sitting partially hidden behind one of Janick's cabinet speakers focusing his attention on 
the fireplace area. He had been on dozens of watches like this, he thought of them as stake outs, and ninety 
percent of the time nothing whatsoever happened. Those nights were long and monotonous, a struggle to stay 
awake and alert, and to make the final filming they had to focus more on the history of the location and 
stories of things others had reported there. That wouldn't be the case here, they already had two EVP 


recordings and firsthand accounts of shadow people and of the broken gold record frames, not to mention the 


strange sounds in the chimneys. 


The illuminated dial on Bruce's watch read almost one in the morning when he heard Jan's soft voice on the 


walkie talkie. 
"Bruce?" 
"Yeah? D'you see something?" 


"| think | saw something near the hearth, a flash of heat. It was only for an instant." he paused, then added 


that he'd caught the computer screen on the video camera but wasn't sure the heat signature would show up. 


‘Wonderfull" Jan had the right instincts for this job. Bruce was already slowly approaching the fireplace with 

an EMF meter, having made certain the FLIR was pointed in the right direction. The footage would be saved on 
the laptop and could be used in the show. At first nothing unusual happened, the meter held steady, but as he 
got within two feet of the hearth the meter suddenly jumped. It was quick, but clear. At that moment 


Janick's voice came over the unit again 
"| see it again. To your left. Its still there.” 


Bruce moved to the left slowly sweeping the meter when he heard something. He held stock still, the EVP 
recorder was only a few feet away and he hoped it had picked up something. It was recording wirelessly to 
the laptop and was set to its most sensitive setting. 


"love..." 


It was the same wispy voice as before, only this time it was right at Bruce's side and it definitely said the 
word ‘love. He had heard voices on recordings before but never with his own ears, and never so clear. After 
a few seconds it came again, sounding further away this time and it said something different, something he 


couldn't make out. Then nothing, and the EMF meter returned to normal. 


Its gone," Jan's voice was quiet, "but | heard it too. " then Bruce heard a scuffling sound over the radio 


and heard Jan draw in a sharp breath. "Bruce! It's in here now!" 


Chapter Seven 
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Bruce was out the door before Jan had even finished speaking, snatching the FLIR from its tripod as he went. 
The living room had only been lit by a small lamp on a side table to reduce any glare on the screen but as 


Bruce ran out there it was in total darkness. 
"Janick?" 
"I'm here." 


A moment later a torch flicked on to show Jan standing near the couch looking toward the front door, and it 
was only then Bruce noticed the front door was wide open. Without thinking, Bruce went to Jan's side and 
caught his hand. It was trembling slightly and Jan had a stunned expression on his face. 


"What happened?" 


Before answering, Jan went to the lamp and switched it once, then switched it again to turn it on. It had been 
in the on position at first, but not lit. It lit normally now though and, still holding his hand, Bruce led Jan to the 


couch. 


"Almost as soon as the heat disappeared near you | heard a ..a whooshing sound, like someone running with 
their clothes rustling, but | didn't see anything. The light went out and the front door opened. It all took no 


more than five seconds!" 


Completely on instinct, Bruce closed his arm around Jan's shoulders. After a moment the blonde turned to 


him, somewhat calmer now. "I did get it on camera though." 


Bruce had Jan relate everything about the incident - where he'd been sitting, which direction the sound had 
come from, whether the door had opened slowly or quickly, all the while not removing his arm from Jan. He 
had to let go, though, when Jan got up to close the door but Jan returned to the couch immediately and sat 
close to Bruce so he replaced the arm. They went over the incident, then reviewed the recordings. The heat 
signatures were clearly obvious on the screen and there were unidentified sounds that would have to be 


enhanced to hear more clearly, but no forms or apparitions of any kind were evident. 


I'll have to wait for the guys to get here with the equipment to go over and isolate those sounds," Bruce 
said, "but the video footage is great, we can definitely use that. You really helped me out tonight, but l'm 


sorry you had to experience something weird yet again" 


"| don't mind helping, it's interesting. It's better than lying awake in bed worrying” Jan clamped his mouth 
shut then, obviously he hadn't intended to say that but Bruce picked up on it and tightened his arm. Jan gave 
him a quick look and smiled but didn't reply. 


It was almost three AM. by this time and Bruce felt they'd experienced enough for one night. They'd gotten 
some good audio and visual for the show but he knew Janick was still a little rattled and probably tired as well 
so he suggested they go to bed. As soon as he was in his room, though, Bruce tapped on the connecting door. 
Jan opened it almost immediately. Suddenly Bruce felt foolish for what he was going to suggest. 

"Um. can we leave this door open?" 

Jan's smile was immediate and grateful. "Of course!" 

Bruce retreated to his en-suite bathroom to brush his teeth and change into the flannel lounge pants he 
wore to bed and he could faintly hear through the plumbing that Jan was doing the same. One couldn't see 
into the next room from the bed but Bruce could see the lamp turn out in the other room and he turned out 
his own. He was physically tired but mentally alert, his mind going over the events of the day. Not only the 
paranormal events, but of spending time with Janick and of the light, warm feeling he felt when in the other 
man's company. He could hear the occasional movement of Jan on his mattress and after a half hour or so he 
spoke up quietly. 

"Janick? Can't you sleep?" 

"No," Janick answer was immediate. 

"Me neither. Can | come over there? Maybe if we talk for a while we'll be able to get to sleep" 


"Sure." Jan didn't hesitate, "Come on" 


Bruce saw that, unlike his room, Jan's had nightlights and he made his way to Jan's bed by their faint light. 
Jan was sitting upright against the headboard and he smiled up as Bruce climbed into the spot next to him. 


"I'm glad you came over here." Jan's voice was quiet. 
Bruce turned to find Jan looking at him, his expression unreadable in the darkness. "I'm glad you let me" Bruce 
chuckled a little. "If we can't sleep maybe we can get to know one another better." Bruce found it was easier 


to talk freely in the darkness. 


He felt Jan's hand seek out his own and he closed his fingers around it. He felt Jan move a little closer until 


their sides were touching. 


Its not that l'm afraid," Jan said after a moment. "but | like your company. Do you know that today was the 


first time I've been out with a man in any way that could be considered a date?" 
"It was for me too," Bruce told him, "but | hope we can do it again" 


Jan was sort of leaning against Bruce now and Bruce felt the silky strands of hair brushing against his 
shoulder. He smelled the faint herbal scent he sometimes noticed around Jan, whether it was soap or 
shampoo or just Jan's natural scent he couldn't say. "I hope so too, " Jan said, then Bruce sensed a hesitation 


in his manner. "Bruce, can | ask you something?" 


"Of course. Anything.” Bruce replied easily, but Jan's next words were completely unexpected, 


bedclothes with his other hand, "I've never... kissed a man" 


Bruce felt his heart skip a beat. Janick was asking him to kiss him, plain as day, and the thought sent a jolt 
through him. He didn't reply but turned to face Jan. His intent was to just give him a peck on the lips but he 
found himself reaching up to graze his fingers along Jan's face and down his jaw, pulling him nearer. Jan let go 


of his hand to slip an arm tentatively around him. Bruce paused just an inch from Jan's lips. 
lm not going to want to stop at just one kiss, Jan" he said softly. 


"Good," Jan breathed just before Bruce's lips covered his. Jan's arm tightened around Bruce and he returned 


the pressure, deepening the kiss, lingering before moving back. Bruce smiled. 
"Okay?" 


He could see Jan smile. "Very okay." Then he moved in again. The kiss was firmer this time and Bruce pulled 
Jan closer, putting both arms around him now and getting lost in the kiss. He traced his tongue along Jan's lips 
and he immediately let him in, his tongue seeking out Bruce's. Bruce heard him sigh into the kiss and it made 
his head spin. He was dimly aware that he was becoming aroused but was focused entirely on the kiss, loving 


the feel and the taste of Jan, the scent of his hair, the texture of his smooth skin under his hand as it slid 


down Jan's bare arm. 


When they finally drew apart they were both breathing faster and Bruce could feel Jan's heartbeat against his 
chest before he loosened his arms around the blonde. Neither spoke for a minute but Bruce's eyes had 
adjusted enough to the dim light now to see Jan's face. He reached up again and smoothed Jan's unruly hair 
away from his eyes. Then, as if they were of one mind, they kissed again, the kisses becoming heated and 
torrid. Jan was kissing Bruce's face down to his neck; ardent, open kisses. Bruce couldn't stop himself from 
moaning and he drew Jan closer until the man was practically on his lap. He suspected Jan could feel the 


hardness against him and a moment later he was certain. Jan moved against him very deliberately, Bruce felt 


his breath catch and he allowed his hand to slide down Jan's spine and dip beneath his shirt. The skin felt hot, 


firm and smooth and he wanted to feel more. 


Janick drew back for a moment then and looked at Bruce, "We probably shouldn't be doing this." He said, his 
voice a bit shaky. 


"Do you want to stop?" Bruce murmured against the skin of the other man's neck. He wasn't sure he could 
stop at this point, he had never wanted anyone or anything this badly in his life. If Jan was unwilling to 
continue, though, he knew he would stop. This was beyond mere sexual attraction, it was unlike anything he had 
experienced before. There were genuine emotions at play here, strong, warm emotions and a tenderness that 


took Bruce completely unawares. 


"No," Janick breathed, tightening his arms around Bruce and finding his ear with his tongue. "No, don't stop,..." 


‘Oh God, Bruce thought to himself, losing all restraint now. He took Janick by the shoulders and moved him 
back onto the pillow, leaning above him to continue assaulting his neck and throat with fervid kisses. his hand 
traveled down Jan's chest and slid under the thin tee shirt, skimming across the flat, toned stomach. Jan didn't 
object, his own hands were beneath the back of Bruce's shirt so Bruce quickly removed his shirt. 


Jan's hands were instantly on Bruce's chest, his fingers flowing through the straight dark hair there so Bruce 
slipped Jan's shirt up over his head as well. The skin of his chest felt hot and Bruce lowered his head to rain 
hot, open kisses there. He brushed by Jan's nipple and heard a quick gasp so, encouraged, he returned to give 

it more attention Jan was unconsciously moving against him now and Bruce felt the other man's unmistakable 


arousal through the thin lounging pants they both wore. 


Bruce's hand stilled at the waistband of Jan's pants and he looked at Jan inquiringly. Jan's only answer was to 
raise his hips, pressing their groins together. It was a clear signal to go on so Bruce let his fingers slip beneath 
the elastic. Jan let out a moan then that made Bruce fear he was going to climax right then and there. He 
couldn't believe how strong the desire was as he slipped his hand further down, encountering a dusting of silky 
hair, then even further until he touched Jan. Jan immediately groaned again and moved his hips sinuously 
against him so he closed his fingers around Jan's erection. It wasn't enough, he wanted more, so he followed his 
hand with his mouth, sliding the pants down over Jan's hips as he did. He moved slowly, prolonging the 
anticipation for both of them, and when he passed Jan's navel he circled the area around his ultimate goal 
before allowing himself a taste. He could feel Jan trembling beneath his hands and the quick gasps and low 


moans the other man was making were driving him insane. Giving in at last, he took Jan in his mouth. 


The response was immediate and intense. Jan's hand flew to his hair and his hips jerked. Bruce couldn't 
believe how aroused Jan was, the flesh was rock hard beneath the velvety skin and Bruce could taste him, 
savoring the taste and wanting more. He cupped Jan's testicles as he worked his mouth on him and within a 
very few minutes he felt Jan's hands convulse in his hair, felt a strong tremor run through his body, and his 


mouth was flooded with his release. The cry Jan let out was a strained moan and the orgasm seemed to last 


a full minute, but Bruce didn't release him until he felt him relax back on the bed. 


Jan lay still for a minute, his breathing rapid, then tugged lightly at Bruce's hair. Bruce rose to Jan's kiss, a 
deep, hungry kiss as he felt Jan's hand slip inside the waistband of his pants. At the first contact of Jan's 
long fingers on his member Bruce sucked in a sharp breath. He hadn't fully realized until that moment how 


aroused he was and how very much he needed this. Jan was lavishing kisses down Bruce's chest now. 


"You're so hairy!" he mumbled, his fingers combing through the hair, and he let his mouth follow his fingers 
down, pushing the pants down as he went. When Bruce was fully revealed to him he paused for a moment, 
looked up at Bruce who could see the glitter of his eyes, and placed a long, deliberately slow lick up the 


underside of Bruce's member. 


Bruce had to take a calming breath, he felt he was mere seconds of shooting his load and he wanted to make 
this last. Jan was giving soft kisses to Bruce's erection, his lips soft and warm, but he didn't immediately take 
him in Instead he moved lower, giving each testicle meticulous attention, taking them and rolling them each in 
his mouth making Bruce let out a sound he didn't know he was capable of making. Jan's hands were never still, 
they roamed over Bruce's lower body, reaching around and cupping his arse, and he nuzzled into the thick hair 
just before engulfing Bruce almost all the way in one swoop. Bruce was large, he couldn't remember anyone 
being able to take him in so far before, then he had no more room in his consciousness for anything beyond 


the sensations Jan was giving him. 


Jan was a tease, whether he was doing it on purpose or not. He worked Bruce feverishly with his mouth until 
Bruce felt the first signs of orgasm building, then he pulled off and returned to the testicles. He went 
through this routine three or four times until Bruce felt it was an exquisite torture and he heard himself 


crying out. 


Jan immediately got serious about his task, using his tongue on Bruce even as he used his lips, and the next 
time Bruce felt an oncoming climax there was no stopping it. He heard himself shout an unintelligible sound, it 
could have been Janick's name, then he felt his world burst around him in white hot sparks floating back to 


earth as he slowly regained his senses. 


Janick stayed, taking everything he could before returning to kiss Bruce's cheek. Bruce knew he was concerned 
about him tasting himself if he kissed him on the lips but Bruce didn't care, he put both hands to Jan's face 
and kissed him deeply with every bit of energy he had left. 


"That was.. wow!" Jan murmured, his head lying on Bruce's chest, his fingers still idly running through his 
chest hair. Bruce's only response was to press a kiss to the top of Jan's sleepy head. 


Chapter Eight 
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Chapter Eight 


Bruce woke up in the morning feeling relaxed and mellow but it took him a moment to remember why. He 
opened his eyes to a mass of wavy honey colored hair on the pillow next to him and a long white arm thrown 
over his stomach. Janick was still sleeping soundly. Craning his neck, he saw by the clock on the nightstand 
that it was almost nine and he knew he had to get up. There was much to be done and he was expecting to 
hear from Adrian about when to expect his and Dave's arrival, but he didn't want to move. Jan's nude body 
was warm and solid next to him and when he relived the night before in his head Bruce felt a surge of desire 
again. He couldn't remember when he'd had such an experience before, it felt different from any of the one 
night stands he'd allowed himself to indulge in over the past several years. He had devoted almost one 
hundred percent of his time to paranormal investigation since the four of them began doing it professionally 
while still in university, and since the television show was picked up he'd taken little time for himself. But then, 


he had never met anyone like Janick. 


Jan stirred in his sleep and shifted closer to Bruce, his arm briefly tightening around him. Bruce reached 
across and ran his fingers lightly through the silky hair, feeling a warmth spread through him. This was more 
than sexual desire, it was somehow deeper and more all-encompassing. Suddenly it dawned on him and he sat 
upright with a jerk. He was in love! He had never been in love in his life but now he was in love with Janick 
Gers. 


Bruce's abrupt movement disturbed Janick and he rolled over, nestling into Bruce's side with a sigh. The sound 
melted Bruce and he turned toward the other man, wrapping his arm around him and kissing his forehead. He 
didn't know what he was going to do about his newfound realization; this couldn't have happened at a worse 
time with the activity in the house increasing, but he wasn't going to fight it or deny how he felt. 

Jan came fully awake then and looked up from his place at Bruce's shoulder. 


"Mmmm..good morning!" 


"Yes, it is!" Bruce smiled, indulging himself with another kiss, this time to Jan's cheek. Jan smiled at his words 


and returned the kiss, placing a series of soft kisses on Bruce's neck and shoulder. 


"Jan? Janick, we should get up. There's a lot to be done today." Even as he spoke Bruce felt himself growing 


aroused. Jan murmured something he couldn't make out against his shoulder and Bruce felt his hand skimming 


down his chest to his stomach, then lower, the fingertips tracing past his hip. ‘Fuck it, Bruce thought to 
himself. Another half hour in bed wouldn't hurt anything. He was completely aroused now even though Jan 
hadn't touched his pubic area at all yet and when he rolled onto his side to pull Jan close he could feel that he 


was in a similar state. 


Making love in the full light of day added a different dimension to everything. Bruce could see every look in 
Jan's eyes, every expression on his face, and it was erotic beyond anything he could have imagined. Janick let 
himself get swept away and moved on instinct alone, his body moving against Bruce like he couldn't get close 
enough, his kisses hot and growing frantic as Bruce returned them. When Jan wrapped one leg over Bruce's 
hip Bruce was suddenly sharply aware of other things they could do, things he had never done with a man and 
that he was sure Janick hadn't either. The heat of Jan's body and the sensuous way Jan writhed against him 
was making him insane with need and when Jan began to work his way down his body Bruce turned around on 
the mattress so he could reach Jan as well. His senses were overloaded with the scent and the taste of Jan, 
with the texture of his skin and the sounds he was making and he wanted to make it good for the other man, 
focusing on him rather than on his own pleasure. He didn't take the time to analyze it, instead allowing himself 
to completely let loose and live in the moment. No hauntings, no schedules, no TV shows, nothing except Janick. 
They achieved almost simultaneous orgasms, one driving the other over the brink until they both lay spent 
and sated. 


Bruce turned back around and wrapped his arms around Janick. "We really do have to get up, you know." 
"| know," Janick sighed, "but... well, what do we do now?" 


Bruce knew what he was asking, "I want to continue developing this thing between us, if you're willing. We 
don't have to do or say anything differently, but.. well, | feel different" Bruce was tempted to blurt out that 
he'd fallen in love with the other man but he held his tongue. It was too soon for a declaration like that, he 
didn't know how Janick felt and because they were in the midst of an investigation he knew it would be unwise 


to complicate matters with personal issues such as this. 


"I feel different, too," Jan said softly, his breath warm on Bruce's neck "And now that it's gotten.. physical, 


would you want to start sleeping in my room?" 


Bruce pulled the other man in for a deep kiss, "You'd better believe | would!" 


It was after ten by the time the two men had showered and dressed and made their way downstairs. Bruce 
got to work right away on organizing and documenting the data they'd collected the night before while Janick 
made coffee and a bite for them to eat. The phone at the end of the couch rang as he was doing this and, as 
he'd hoped, it was Adrian. 


"I finally got ahold of Dave, he's on his way here so we should be heading up there around noon. We wil 
probably arrive in time to set everything up before dark" 


"Good, because there has been more activity," he went on to summarize the previous night's events. "Be 


sure you bring the new sound equipment, its more sensitive and | want to analyze the EVP's we captured.” 
"The guy who lives there helped last night?" 


"Yeah, he has a good head on his shoulders." And elsewhere, Bruce added in his mind. "I'd like for him to 


continue to help, since we're still shorthanded." 


"Sure, if he's not the nervous type. By the way, Nicko called me at home last night. His Dad is being released 
from hospital later today so he may be able to join us soon" 


Bruce was relieved to hear that. Nicko was an experienced cameraman and an expert in operating the more 
sophisticated equipment they were bringing. Adrian hung up then, telling Bruce to expect him and Dave by 


eveni ng. 


Janick joined Bruce a few minutes later, bringing him a cup of coffee and a couple of scones for breakfast. 
While Bruce finished organizing the previous night's events and roughing out a script for the narration, Janick 
began to read over the material they'd coped from the library. There had been some they hadn't been able 
to read through at the time because the library was closing. It was all copied from microfiche in tiny, old 


fashioned type and Janick sat frowning over it for quite some time. 
"Brucie?" he said nearly an hour after he'd begun. 


Bruce looked up, unconsciously smiling at how Jan seemed not to realize he'd called him 'Brucie'. "Did you find 


something?" 


"Maybe. Remember the bit about the servant who committed suicide shortly after the murder? | found a 


copy of the coroner's report, such as they had back in those days. It says she was four months pregnant." 


"Really?" Bruce's interest was piqued. Janick handed him the article and Bruce had to hold the paper under 
the lamp even in the bright daylight to read it. It was brief, simply stating that Caroline Meadows, age 24, 
who had been employed as a chambermaid at the house had died of self-induced strangulation She had been 


in otherwise good health and was approximately four months pregnant. 


This was useful information. Not only could it be used to pad out the script, it gave them a name. From time 
to time, the team attempted to verbally contact an entity, though they had limited success. In fact, the only 
one who had ever had any response at all was Adrian and the results had been inconclusive, but they would 
try calling to the chambermaid by name. They had the name of the murder victim too, Horace Bledsoe, so 
they could attempt to contact him as well. To gain background information, Bruce suggested that Janick try to 
find more on Bledsoe while he finished up his own work, so Janick got his own laptop computer and began the 


tedious process of searching old newspaper archives from the area near London where Bledsoe had lived 


After some time, Bruce looked across the couch to see Janick concentrating on his screen, and he felt 


warmth lighten his heart. 
"Janick? | appreciate your help, | know this is boring as hell.” 


Jan looked up with his ready smile, "No, it's actually kind of interesting. | haven't found any mention of 
Bledsoe yet but everything | read gives insight to how things were in those days. History has always 


fascinated me." 


"Nevertheless, you don't have to do it and | do appreciate it." Bruce's voice sounded soft to his own ears. 


Janick smiled again, his clear gray eyes bright with what Bruce could only define as affection 


They sat in easy camaraderie, each engrossed with their respective tasks, when nearly an hour later Janick 


spoke up again. 
‘| finally found some info on Bledsoe. He wasn't the most reputable of characters, it seems." 
"Oh?" Bruce shifted his attention to Janick. 


"This piece mentions his being heavily in debt. His father seems to have been a friend of the man who owned 
this house and this says that his father had to pay off his gambling and, quote, ‘other' debts. This article is 
in what would now be called a tabloid, a kind of Victorian scandal sheet," Janick chuckled. "I'm going to have to 


come back and read more of this later." 


Bruce smiled indulgently. Any other time he would have admonished someone veering from the immediate 
research but it never crossed his mind to criticize Janick, not only because the man was doing this voluntarily 


but also because anything Janick did was all right with him. 


Bruce finished up and began to check over the equipment and prep it for the upcoming night but Janick stayed 
at his task, seemingly engrossed in it, getting up now and then to get a drink or a snack but always returning. 


Eventually he let out a low whistle, drawing Bruce's attention. 


"Listen to this Brucie," he said, and Bruce felt his heart flip again at the unconscious endearment. Jan began 
to read aloud "Mr. Horace Bledsoe of 99 Hampton court has narrowly escaped scandal yet again. It is well 
known that young Bledsoe enjoys the companionship of young ladies of unsavory habits but it seems that he 
has not always taken the care he should. A young woman known only as Mary caused quite an uproar in the 
street in front of the Bledsoe residence Tuesday last, screaming that Bledsoe promised her marriage then 


abandoned her." 


Interesting!" Bruce said, coming to sit at Jan's side to read the passage over his shoulder. "I've been 
wondering whether the maid's suicide was connected in some way to the murder. | can't jump to conclusions, 


but it certainly sounds suspicious." 


Bruce didn't move away from Janick's side even after he finished reading, enjoying the solid warmth of the 
slender body and the light scent of Jan's hair, and Bruce found himself playing with the ends of the hair. Jan 
was aware of it as well and turned to face Bruce with a smile, making it impossible for Bruce not to lean in 


and give him a soft peck on the lips. 


It was just after six that evening and the two of them were finishing a simple dinner when they heard the 
faint slam of a car door. They both went to the front door and Bruce opened it to reveal two men of 
approximately their age unloading equipment from a van. Bruce introduced the smiling apple cheeked blonde as 
Dave and the quiet brunette as Adrian. They carried various equipment into the lounge, Janick jumping in to 


help unasked, and he remarked on the sheer amount of equipment there was. 


"We seem to accumulate more all the time," Dave replied with a chuckle. "Every time a newer, better, more 


sensitive camera or recorder comes available, Steve approves the budget so we can buy it.” 
"Steve?" Janick hadn't heard the show's producer referred to by name before. 


"Steve Harris," Adrian explained, busy unrolling cables and attaching them. "Used to dabble in ghost hunting 


himself so when Bruce pitched the show to the network, Steve leaned on them to pick it up as a series. " 


"He's not too happy about the delay in the filming but he knows there isn’t anything he can do about it. He 
told us to tell you he wants a preliminary outline of the episode by Monday, though." 


"Monday!" Bruce sighed in exasperation. He was used to their producer's demands but still chaffed under 
them. "Good thing we've got Janick to help us, then" 


The four of them sat down to develop a plan for the night as soon as the equipment was checked and 
connected. Their focus was to be on the servant's wing tonight and as Bruce showed the two newcomers 


around he explained where the majority of the activity seemed to be concentrated. 


"If we get everything set up before dark we should have time to start analyzing the material I've collected so 


far. | especially want to isolate the EVP's." 


"Right," Adrian agreed. "If the voice actually is saying ‘love’, its very unusual. The only other voices I've 
caught were either gibberish or warnings, and in all the other cases I've studied from other investigators that 


particfular word has never been reported." 


Bruce went into more detail about what they'd learned in their research as they finished setting up and testing 
the equipment, explaining how the word love could come into play if there was a connection to the murdered 
playboy and suicidal maid as he suspected. Janick was familiar with audio equipment and still cameras so he 
quickly familiarized himself with some of the equipment they would be using and needed only minimal 
instruction from Adrian. Though Dave had been involved with the team from its inception, he was more of an 


apprentice, his job consisted mostly of driving the team and fetching and carrying as he learned the nuances of 


the more technical aspect of the investigations. Between the four of them it took just over an hour to set up. 
In addition to more infrared cameras and FLIR cameras and the EVP and EMP detectors that Bruce had been 
using the team brought more sensitive motion sensors, a Geiger counter, a gaussmeter, an ion detector, and 


two types of vibration detectors as well as equipment to analyze any film and recordings they gathered. 


Because most paranormal investigators believed more activity took place at night the team didn't start the 
actual investigation before dark, so they were left with ample time to begin analyzing the evidence Bruce had 
already collected. Gathering back in the living room, Adrian set up his specialized sound equipment, put on 
headphones, and began going over the EVP's while Dave tape recorded Bruce and Janick's eyewitness accounts 
of the sounds and the shadows. They were wrapping that up when Ade pushed his headphones back and called 
to them. 


"Dave, come here. | need an unbiased opinion - what does this sound like to you?" 


Dave obligingly took the headphones and listened, frowned, rewound, and listened again. He took the headphones 


off with a puzzled expression 
"Well?" Bruce was growing impatient. 


"| cleaned up the EVP you captured in the music room last night," Ade explained. "removing background noise 


and incidental sounds. What did you hear, Dave?" 
| heard an unmistakable woman's voice saying ‘love, love is a lie’, then it sounded like it said ‘prove it.” 


"Prove it? Prove what, | wonder?" Bruce mused, scribbling down a note of the point on the recording the 
sounds had been heard. 


"| want to try communicating with this entity, Bruce." Ade said, standing and switching off the playback 


machine. It was almost dark now and they moved to take up their various stations. 


Bruce nodded, "All right, it's worth a try. You come with me into the hallway, then, while Dave and Janick 


monitor everything from here and look for heat and motion signatures." 


Checking the walkie-talkies, the four got into position. Bruce and Adrian began taking readings and after about 
an hour Adrian announced he was going to attempt communication. At first he merely asked the standard, 


generic questions: Is anyone here? What do you want? What is your name? Where are you from? 
Then he said "Caroline? Caroline Meadows, are you here?" 
At that moment Dave registered a brief heat signature at the far end of the hall and reported it over the 


radio. Janick and Dave watched on the FLR camera as Adrian moved toward that area and they could see 


Bruce behind him taking readings. 


"Caroline, why are you here?" Ade asked. 


Janick was monitoring the EVP feed and he heard something, immediately notifying them via radio. He wasn't 
able to make it out but the needle jumped at an unmistakable sound. Adrian continued to ask questions, not 


using any more names, then he said "Horace Bledsoe, are you here?" 

Instantly every single piece of equipment blinked out for a mere split second. When it came back online Janick 
heard a faint but alarming crying sound interspersed with unintelligible words. He looked across the table at 
where Dave sat and saw by his expression the other man seemed to be registering something as well. Dave 
keyed up the radio. 

"Ade, Bruce, I'm seeing movement on the FLIR. A strong signature directly in front of you." 


"Is it constant?" Bruce radioed back. 


"It wavers but doesn't disappear...SHIT!" Dave's eyes widened and watching him Janick felt distinctly unnerved. 


"Guys, it looked..it looked like it passed right through Bruce!" 


Janick heard a clear voice in the headset just as Dave said that, clearer than anything they had yet heard. 


"It's true," the voice said. 
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Chapter Nine 


Janick sat stunned. He wasn't on a video monitor but he saw the alarm in Dave's eyes and without hesitation 
he rose and went to one of the unmanned computers that were recording everything, found the segment, and 
rewound it. A faint orange glow moved swiftly down the corridor straight into Bruce, paused for a millisecond, 
then passed through him. Jan had been so quick that the others were still recovering from their surprise and 
Jan heard Ade's voice call out Bruce's name. Jan went to stand behind Dave, looking over his shoulder. The heat 


signatures of Adrian and Bruce were plain, but Bruce wasn't moving or, apparently, speaking. 


Without another thought Jan left the lounge, heading at a near run for the servant's corridor. He heard Dave 
call after him but ignored him, his thoughts focused entirely on Bruce. He had no idea if this was out of the 
ordinary or not but the very idea of an unknown entity passing through someone's body was alarming. And 


this wasn't just anyone, it was Bruce. 


As he arrived in the kitchen Adrian and Bruce were just coming out of the servant's wing into the pantry. 
Ade was leading Bruce with a hand on his shoulder and the expression on Bruce's face shocked Jan. He didn't 
look frightened or horrified but he wasn't looking at them or at the room around them; it was as though he 
was seeing something different from what they all saw. He rushed straight to Bruce's side and put his hands 
on his shoulders, looking straight into his eyes. 


"Bruce? Bruce! Wake up, come out of it! Please!" Jan felt himself growing frantic and was trying to calm 


himself when gradually Bruce's eyes cleared and he looked at him. 
| saw her" He said, his voice quiet. 


Ade led him to the kitchen table. Dave had come in behind Jan and went to the refrigerator, getting Bruce a 
bottle of cold water. 


"Saw who, Bruce?" Ade asked. Jan sat next to Bruce and grasped his hand, not giving a damn if the others 


found it odd. Bruce turned slowly to look at Adrian. 


"| saw Caroline. Or | felt her. For a moment there | think | was her, or she was me." He passed his hand over 


his eyes and Jan felt his other hand grip his tighter. 


Ade, fortunately, was an experienced investigator and read of occurrences similar to this encountered by other 


investigators. He spoke slowly and calmly to Bruce. 
"Tell us what you saw." He urged, holding the recorder in his hand to record Bruce's response. 


Bruce was coming out of his befuddled state; his eyes were their usual sharp brown now but he didn't 
relinquish Janick's hand. 


"| heard Dave say something about a heat signature right in front of us then | felt something, like a wave of 
cold air. It probably only took a split second but | got a clear picture in my head of a woman in Victorian 
clothes. She was sad, | know it sounds crazy but | could feel her sadness. Somehow | knew without a doubt 


that it was Caroline Meadows and | knew she had murdered Horace Bledsoe." 
"Oh God, you didn't see the murder, did you?" Jan asked, horrified by the idea. 


Bruce managed a smile and Jan felt him squeeze his hand. "No, no. It was more like | was aware of her 
knowledge of having done it, and | knew why. It was the oldest story in the book. Bledsoe had seduced her 
then told her he wanted no more to do with her. Then she learned she was pregnant. She'd been watching him 
and one night she saw him sneak downstairs to get a bottle of brandy. She followed him and murdered him, 


coming at him from behind." 
"So that's why her spirit won't leave? She feels guilt over the murder?" Ade asked. 


Bruce shook his head thoughtfully, "No, no | don't think that's it. | think its guilt over her own suicide. She 
can't accept the fact she killed her unborn child when she hanged herself." 


Ade was recording all of this carefully and Dave had brought a handheld video camera to tape the 
conversation, but Janick simply sat there, still rather stunned. He hadn't one hundred percent believed in the 


paranormal until that very moment but there was no doubt in his mind that Bruce had experienced this. 


"After the spirit passed through you | heard a voice say, ‘it's true. Do you know what that meant?" Ade 
asked. They all knew that this was a genuine experience and they wanted to document it as completely as 


possible. 


Bruce nodded, seeming a bit reluctant, and he gave Janick a quick glance then looked at the water bottle he 
held in his other hand. "Yeah, | know what she meant. Like | said, | could see into her mind and she must have 
been able to see into mine." He stopped speaking then, turning the water bottle in his hands. 


Ade paused to let him think, but he showed no sign of speaking again. “Well? What did she mean?" he finally 
prodded. 


"She meant love is true, that it does exist. Remember, before she said love is a lie.” 


"After passing through you she changed her mind? | wonder why?" Ade said this more to himself than to 


Bruce or the camera. 
"Somehow she could tell" Bruce's voice almost faltered here, "that I'm in love with someone." 


Jan's fingers went slack in his hand, though he didn't withdraw them. He should have known, he told himself. 
He hardly knew Bruce, he should have guessed that he was in a relationship or had a significant other at home. 
Hell, for all Jan knew he could be married! He felt a sharp pang and looked away, trying to hide it from the 
others. It flashed through his mind that he was as bad as Caroline. He's let himself be drawn to Bruce and 
had let himself believe Bruce wanted to build a relationship with him. He'd willingly had sex with him only to 
learn now that Bruce was in love with someone else. Jan blinked, feeling the sting of tears, and he struggled to 


contain them. 


Adrian and Dave were oblivious to Jan's emotional turmoil. Ade was continuing to interview Bruce, asking for 
more detail about his encounter, and Bruce answered in subdued monosyllables. He could tell Ade was puzzled 
by Bruce's manner. After all, this was the most definitive encounter they had ever had and would make a 


great show, but Bruce was unenthused. 


"I think we should wrap this up for tonight," he finally said, switching off the recorder. Dave likewise turned 
off the camera and moved from where he had been standing to sit next to Bruce. Once they were off camera 


he put a hand on his mate's shoulder. 
"You should get some rest, Bruce. This has obviously shaken you up." 


Bruce simply nodded, letting Ade take charge of storing away the equipment. The two men had brought 
sleeping bags, unsure whether there would be a hotel near the house, and Janick shook himself from his 
despondency long enough to perform his host duties as they readied to sleep on the two sofas in the lounge, 
all the while thinking how that very morning he had planned to give them Bruce's room to use, expecting Bruce 
would be sleeping with him. Ade and Dave seemed to sense Jan was troubled about something but they didn't 
know him well and assumed he was shaken by the awareness that his home was haunted. They bid him and 
Bruce goodnight and Janick went straight to the stairs, trying not to be conscious that Bruce was following 


him, still in an unusually quiet mood. 


At the top Jan quickly ducked into his room, closing the door before Bruce could do or say anything, leaning 
back against the closed door and letting his confused thoughts come to the surface. The twisting feeling in his 
chest surprised him with its intensity, realistically he knew he shouldn't be this broken up. He'd only known 
Bruce a few days, they had only spent the one night together. He had to admit to himself that he'd been 


strongly drawn to Bruce, the feelings much stronger than he should have allowed them to become. 


Bruce stood in the hall looking at Jan's closed door. Damn it, he knew this would happen. He had been forced to 


admit how he felt, and now that he knew he was in love with him, Jan had been frightened off. He'd still been 
overwhelmed by his encounter with Caroline's spirit or he would have been more careful with his words. Sure, 
this would make a fantastic episode of the show but Bruce suddenly realized the show wasn't as important, at 


least not in comparison to Janick. 


After a minute Bruce continued on to his own room, his heart heavy. He lay fully clothed on the bed, knowing 
he wouldn't be able to sleep. The investigator in him knew he should be going over every aspect of the 
encounter in his mindn and striving to remember every detail, but he couldn't concentrate. His mind kept going 
back to Janick, back to how he felt whenever he was with the blonde, back to the events of the night before 
and making love with Jan. He wrestled with this for at least a half hour, but he couldn't stand it anymore. 
Getting up, he crossed to the connecting door to Jan's room and tried the knob. It was locked. A wave of 
despondency washed through him and he rested his head against the door. Knowing it was probably hopeless, 
he knocked softly. 


For a long, long minute nothing happened. Then he heard Jan's voice through the door, sounding remarkably 


clear as though he was standing close. 

"What do you want, Bruce?" His voice sounded dull and flat 

"| want to talk to you" 

Bruce honestly didn't expect him to do it, but after a moment Jan unlocked and opened the door. Bruce looked 
up at him, astonished to see his eyes were red and moist, as though he'd been crying. He didn't say anything, 


waiting for Bruce to speak. 


‘lm sorry..." Bruce began, then sighed. "I know | shouldn't have said what | did, especially not in front of 


everyone." 


It doesn't matter," Jan said quietly. "ld have found out sooner or later. | wish you hadn't lied to me, Bruce." 
His voice caught and he turned, walking back into the room. 


Bruce was puzzled "Lied? | don't understand. | didn't lie." 

To his surprise, Jan turned almost angrily "Of course you did! You.. you led me on! You let me believe you 
genuinely liked me, that you wanted to." his voice fell now and he turned away again, "that you wanted to 
pursue a relationship with me." 

"But | dol" Bruce exclaimed. 


‘lm not getting involved with someone who's in love with someone else, Bruce!" Jan said bitterly. 


Bruce stared at him incredulously, not understanding for a moment. "Jan!" It suddenly dawned on him how 


Janick had misunderstood. "It's you! lm in love with you!" 


Jan's mouth opened in shock "What?!" His thoughts whirled, unable to readjust. 


Bruce took a step closer, "I thought you knew what | meant. | thought you were upset that I'd blurted it out 
in front of everyone. | thought.. " his voice softened and he stepped closer yet, looking into Jan's eyes. "l 
thought I'd spoken too soon and frightened you away’ 


Jan was shaking his head; his eyes were bright again but he was smiling. "Oh no, no way! I've fallen in love 


with you too, Bruce!" His voice fell to a whisper and he stepped in, closing the distance between them. 


Before he realized he'd moved, Bruce wrapped his arms around Jan and felt his heart fill as he the blonde's 
long arms closed back around him. When their lips met it was with a tenderness combined with an ardor that 
made Bruce's knees feel as though they would buckle beneath him. They stumbled backward to the edge of 
Janick's bed, falling back on it without breaking the kiss. This was kissing the way its meant to be, Bruce 
thought to himself. Kissing the way it is in novels and movies and love songs. Their lips fused together, their 
tongues touching then twisting together, their bodies so close Bruce could feel everything. He could feel how 
aroused Jan was, he could feel the tremor in Jan's hands and the subtle movements of his hips against Bruce 


that he wasn't aware he was making. 


"God, | want you," Bruce gasped against the skin of Jan's neck, nipping the pale flesh then biting more firmly. 


"I've been wanting you all day!" 


"Want you too," Jan murmured, the words almost a moan. "l." he pulled back a few inches and looked 
meaningfully into Bruce's eyes, his palm on Bruce's stubbled cheek, "I want everything with you. | want you to 


make love to me. All the way." 

Bruce felt his heart skip a beat. "Have you ever done that with a man?" 

Jan shook his head, his eyes never leaving Bruce's. "I've never wanted to before.’ 

‘I've never gone all the way with a man either," Bruce confessed. "But | want to, with you. If you're sure." 


For an answer Janick reached down and unfastened his jeans, then opened Bruce's. "I'm absolutely surel”. His 


fingers slipped inside and cupped Bruce through his underwear. 


That was all it took to convince Bruce. He crushed his lips to Jan's once again as Jan wriggled out of his jeans. 
Bruce pulled away only long enough to shed his own clothes, his eyes locked to Jan's as he did, then the blonde 
pulled him down over him. It was flesh on flesh now, hot and hard and growing desperate for more. Bruce felt 
drunk on the scent and taste of Janick, he was moving on instinct alone as they explored and became familiar 
with one another, Janick's moans and gasps spurring him on. It was frantic and frenzied and Bruce found that 
he didn't have to think, he didn't have to take time to wonder if he was doing everything right. It just 
happened, and once they were joined they paused, looking at one another. Jan had winced at first, and though 


Bruce was amazed at the sensations he was experiencing he held back until Jan relaxed. Then Jan moved, and 


Bruce had to respond, meeting each movement as they grew closer and closer to orgasm. Bruce could feel 
Jan's hardness against his stomach and made an effort to maintain contact, watching as Jan's eyes grew 
darker and glazed with lust. Then Jan gasped, his body convulsing as Bruce felt him erupt between them, hot 
and sticky. He felt himself spiral out of control, climbing to an impossibly high peak then flying off on wings of 
pure ecstasy. 


Janick's arms clasped Bruce as he fell to his side, breaking their union but maintaining as much physical 
contact as possible. Bruce lay spent, exhausted in the best kind of way, trying to bring his breathing and his 
heartbeat back to normal. He felt Jan place a soft kiss on his cheek. 


"| do love you, Bruce," he heard Jan say softly, "It happened so fast and hit me so hard, but | do love you." 


Bruce wrapped his arms around the blonde and rolled to face him. "It did happen fast but its real. Love is 


real, just like Caroline said." 
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Chapter Ten 


If anyone noticed anything different with Bruce or Jan the next morning, they didn't say anything. Bruce knew 
that maybe it was just him, but everything seemed different, the sun looked brighter, the bacon and eggs 
that he helped Janick fix the crew for breakfast smelled better, and he felt different. Lighter, more relaxed 
and more at ease than he'd felt in years. He glanced over at Jan from time to time and his heart lifted when 
the other man caught him looking and smiled. 

Dave and Adrian noticed no unusual occurrances for the remainder of the night. After breakfast, the four of 
them took their coffee to the living room and discussed their next move. This was going to be their best 
show yet, they had never had any evidence as conclusive before, and they needed to decide whether to 


continue trying to capture evidence or if they should find a way to wrap up the show in a convincing way. 


Adrian felt that anything they gathered from this point on would be anticlimactic; they were unlikely to get 
anything better than they'd gotten the previous night. Bruce wasn't so sure. 


"Remember, we haven't solved anything.’ He pointed out. "We know why Caroline is still here but we don't know 
what to do about it. We can't just leave and let things remain as they are here." He didn't say it out loud, but 
Bruce was unwilling to leave, knowing Janick was living in a haunted house. Caroline seemed to pose no real 
threat but her presence was unnerving and Bruce thought of Jan's little girl, Shauna, who would hopefully be 


spending a lot of time here. 
"Well, what do you suggest then, Bruce?" Ade asked reasonably. 


Bruce sighed. He had no idea what to do. Some investigators used exorcists or psychic mediums but they had 


never gone in for that, it felt too contrived and un-scientific. 


Dave spoke up, "If what Bruce says is true, Caroline's spirit stays here out of guilt over committing suicide 


while she was pregnant. If we could do something to ease her guilt she may be able to rest” 


"Yeah, but what?" Ade asked. 


Janick spoke up then, his tone deferential, "I know I'm not a paranormal investigator and | know very little 
about these things, but maybe there's a way to ease her mind? Like maybe baptize the baby or bury it or 


something. Ceremonially, | mean, not physically of course." 


Bruce latched onto that idea. "I's possible. Ade, remember last year when the man in Essex wanted us to re- 


bury the bones he found under his barn floor?" 


Ade nodded. It had been an interesting case and one of their most viewed shows. The homeowner had 
unearthed some old human bones while renovating his barn and started to be troubled by strange lights. "l 
remember. We got that American minister to perform a service after the police released the bones for 


reburial." 


"Well, maybe we can do something similar for Caroline and her baby. It will be a great way to wrap up the 
show and hopefully put the spirit to rest." 


Ade nodded slowly, "I like it. | still have that minister's number on my phone, | can give him a call." 


Once that was decided, Ade and Dave put on their headphones and set to work editing the recordings and video 
from the previous night while Bruce started drafting the narration for the incident. Janick left them to their 
work and shortly thereafter they heard the faint strains of music from the music room indicating he, too, 
was working. Bruce usually had no problem writing scripts, the words had always come to him easily in the 
easy, natural style of the show but today he was distracted. It was because of Janick, of course, but it was 
more out of concern for him than desire for him this time. This quasi - burial service was a long shot and 
quite frankly he had no backup plan in case it didn't work. The thought of Janick continuing to live there now 
that there was no doubt the house was haunted filled him with dismay. Over time, prolonged exposure to 
paranormal phenomenon would wear on even Jan's nerves but even worse was the possibility that Shauna 
would experience something she couldn't understand. It was even possible that Shauna's presence would 
exacerbate the situation, considering that Caroline's motivation seemed to be centered on her distress over 
her own unborn child. In spite of his years of experience with the paranormal and extensive research of the 


subject, Bruce felt he was entirely out of his element 


Shortly before noon the phone rang but the investigators left it for Janick to answer; it was his home, after 
all. Not long afterwards they were nearly finished with the preliminary editing and getting a bit hungry so 
Bruce called for a break and the three of them ventured into the kitchen. Bruce half expected to find Janick 
there but there was no sign of him so he left Ade and Dave to fix sandwiches from the deli meat Jan had 
bought and he went in search of the guitarist. 


The music had stopped but when Bruce tapped tentatively on the door then eased it open he saw that Jan was 
still in there. He was sitting on the sofa leaning with his elbows on his knees and his head down. 


"What is it, Jan? What's wrong?" Bruce touched his shoulder. 


Janick sighed, raising his head and passing his hand over his face. "Somehow Kendra found out you're filming 


here. She refuses to allow Shauna to visit a haunted house." 


"Damn!" Bruce cursed. "I'm sorry, Jan. If | knew it would have caused this kind of trouble I'd have refused to 


film here." 


Jan took a deep breath. "You couldn't have known. Besides, if you hadn't come here I'd never have met you." 


He managed a tremulous smile. 


"Yeah, but." Bruce didn't know what to say so he just took Jan into his arms, holding him. "You'll get her 
back, Jan. We'll get legal counsel; we'll do whatever it takes." 


Its not your problem, Bruce" Jan murmured against his neck. 


"The hell it isn't! | feel like this is partly my fault and anyway, | love you. You're not going to go through this 


alone!" 


Jan's arms tightened around him. "Thank you, Bruce," he said simply. After a minute he drew back just 


enough to look into Bruce's eyes. "| want Shauna to meet you." 


| want to meet her, too," Bruce said, and it dawned on him in that moment that he genuinely did. He wanted 


to know everything about Janick. 


After a few minutes Janick felt up to joining them in the kitchen but as the other three men chatted, Bruce 
sat deep in thought. Adrian left a message with the American minister earlier and during lunch the man 
returned his call. He was intrigued by the situation, he said, and the next day he would be able to drive up and 
go over the data they had collected so far. 


Returning to the living room they were just wrapping up the mornings work when the phone rang again. Janick 
answered, then held the phone out to Bruce. 


‘It's for you. Whoever it is, he sounds angry." 
Bruce knew who it was before he even heard the voice. "Hello, Harris," he said with poorly disguised annoyance. 


The show's producer wasted no time. "Dickinson, what the hell are you doing up there? The show should be in 
post-production by now! You're at least four days behind schedule!" 


Gritting his teeth, Bruce tried to keep his tone level, "This has turned into an extraordinary case, we've had to 
devote some extra time to it. And remember, we're short a man with Nicko being off. We'll have everything 


wrapped up by Friday and be back at the studios by Saturday." 


"I certainly hope sol" Steve Harris grumbled. "I'm tired of not being able to get ahold of you by mobile. Its a 
pain in the ass to have to use the land line." 


"It will be worth it. This is possibly the best paranormal episode we or anyone else has ever done." 
Somewhat mollified, Harris requested that Bruce call him with updates the next day, then hung up. 
"That man drives me up the wall" Bruce growled as he handed the phone back to Jan. 


"He can be a little heavy-handed," Ade agreed, "but he's a damn good producer. We wouldn't even have a 


show if it weren't for him." 


Bruce knew that was true. Steve Harris carried a lot of weight in the entertainment industry and had gone to 
bat for the show when it was first pitched to the network. They had been reluctant to go for yet another 
ghost hunting program but Harris had seen the potential in the unique scientific approach Bruce's team used 
and badgered the network until they agreed to try it for six episodes. That had been twenty-three episodes 
ago. Still, Steve Harris got on Bruce's nerves. He wondered what Harris would do if worse came to worse had 
he had to enact the backup plan he'd been considering in case the burial ceremony had no effect on Caroline's 
ghost. One thing was certain, there would be no more show if it came to that. 


That night they would set up the equipment but would man it from the living room rather than be present in 
the servants hallway themselves. Janick was relieved; he had been more shaken than he had first realized 

when the apparition passed straight through Bruce the night before. This time they would use his cameras as 
well as their own to obtain maximum coverage of both the music room and the servants wing and they spent 
a good part of the afternoon connecting them to the computers so that the shutter would be triggered when 


the motion detectors were tripped and the images would be sent wirelessly to the monitors. 


All in all, though, there wasn't the sense of urgency that had been present during the previous few nights. 
They were just looking for material to flesh out the show, they knew the conclusion wouldn't come until they 
filmed the mock- burial ceremony Reverend Abernathy was to conduct. Janick went to the kitchen after his 
cameras were rigged to put together dinner for the crew and, seeing Dave and Ade were still busy adjusting 


the equipment, Bruce followed him. 


Jan turned when Bruce entered the room and smiled, causing Bruce's heart to do a little flip. He went straight 
over to where the blonde stood at the counter and wordlessly wrapped his arms around him, catching him in 
an ardent kiss. Janick responded instantly, pulling Bruce closer and letting his tongue toy with Bruce's. Bruce 
had never known it was possible to get so turned on so quickly and he deepened the kiss, losing himself in it. 


Bruce wrapped in a torrid embrace with Janick. 


They moved apart quickly and Bruce tried to think of something to say. Adrian stared at them for a minute 
then slowly smiled and quietly chuckled, "Bruce, I'd have never thought it of youl" 


"What?" Bruce was instinctively on the defensive, "That | liked blokes?" 


"No, no," Adrian was laughing quietly now, "not that. | don't care about that. l'm just surprised to see you 
with anyone at alll" 


Bruce relaxed and he sensed Jan relax at his side. He couldn't keep back a smile, "I'm human, Ade!" 


"I know, | know, but | haven't seen you as much as go on a date in years" Ade looked at Jan, including him. "| 


was beginning to wonder about him, to be honest!" 
"Well for God's sake, don't say anything to Harris!" Bruce cautioned. 


"Don't be daft, of course | wont" Then Ade's eyes lit up with realization, "Oh shit, it was Janick you were 
talking about, wasn't it, when you said Caroline knew you were in love? | didn't pay any attention when you said 
that, | was too focused on the apparition" 


Bruce nodded, looking uncomfortable with the whole conversation. 


Janick finally smiled as well and gave a small shrug. At first his mind immediately went back to when his wife 
caught him in backstage with another man, but Adrian wasn't Kendra by a long shot and he seemed perfectly 
fine with it. 


At just before dark they activated the surveillance equipment and took their places in front of the monitors. 
Jan sat at Bruce's elbow, both of them watching the feed from the camera in the music room, but the 
atmosphere in the room was relaxed. They weren't surprised, however, when Dave reported a heat signature 
in the servant's hall. They all switched to that camera, watching as the faint orange glow flickered, seeming to 
move toward the room at the far end of the hall and disappearing through the closed door. They were 
focused on that and all jumped simultaneously when the front door of the house suddenly opened of its own 


Violation, swinging in with a slight creak 


Ade grabbed an EMF meter and Bruce an EVP recorder, both scanning the area around the door before closing 
it. EMF readings were a little high but other than that, nothing was noteworthy. Ade remarked that it did, 
however, provide additional video for the show. A twinge of guilt ran through Bruce upon hearing that. He 
hoped with all his heart that the ceremonial burial the next day would be a success. 


Three more hours passed with no more activity beyond a slight sound caught in the music room, so at just 
after two in the morning Bruce called a halt. The night hadn't been entirely uneventful but, more importantly, 
Jan sitting close by his side was making him increasingly anxious to go to bed and be with the slender 
guitarist. 

As they were shutting down the equipment, Bruce somewhat awkwardly told Ade and Dave that, if they 
preferred, they could sleep in Shauna's room since he would be sleeping with Jan. Adrian merely grinned and 


said they were fine in the living room, while Dave gave him a strange look. Bruce knew that as soon as they 


were out of earshot Ade would tell Dave about him and Janick. He found that he didn't mind if he did. 


Bruce seized Janick as soon as their bedroom door was closed, pressing him to the wall as he kissed him 
passionately, molding his body against Jan's. "Knowing you were sitting so close to me was driving me insane," 


he murmured. 


Jan's only answer was a moaning sigh and he pressed himself against Bruce. The two of them were nude on 
the bed within two minutes. They still had much to discover about one another, learning what the other liked, 
and they spent the next hour in languid, dreamlike lovemaking, exploring and discovering until the sky began to 
lighten through the curtains. Lying sated and spent in one another's arms before falling asleep, Bruce looked 
over at his companion and his elation dampened. Jan's arms were around him tightly but his eyes were on a 
photo on the dresser, a photo of him and Shauna, and his eyes were sad. Jan soon fell asleep but Bruce lay 


awake for some time, worry and uncertainty gnawing at him. 


Chapter Eleven 


Reverend Abernathy arrived just before noon the next day. He was much as Bruce remembered him, a 

youngish man from West Virginia open to the possibility of the paranormal. The team outlined the history of 
the house, Caroline's story, and the things that had experienced at the house since their arrival. As soon as 
he felt he was familiar with the situation the Reverend took some time to write up a eulogy for the unknown 
unborn child. The premise of the television show was that they do the investigations at night but this wasn't 


an investigation and the viewers wouldn't know what time of day it was filmed anyway in the dark hallway. 


"Caroline Meadows?" The reverend began to speak when they had all assembled in the servant wing. "Caroline, | 
know you are here, | know you can hear me. You are a Christian woman, Caroline, and | ask that you 
remember the Lord's word. ‘In him we have redemption through his blood, the forgiveness of sins, in 
accordance with the riches of God's grace! You know this to be true in your heart, and | tell you now that 
the Lord has forgiven you your sins. You can go to your rest, Caroline, and be with the Lord. ‘As far as the 
east is from the west, so far has he removed our transgressions from us'." 


The reverend paused then and appeared to be saying a silent prayer. The team and Janick stood by 
respectfully as Abernathy spoke a while longer, quoted a few more Bible passages, and ended by pronouncing a 
blessing both upon Caroline and her unborn child. The group filed quietly out of the hall, the reverend 


removing his robe and stole once they reached the living room. 


"Well, it's now up to Caroline," he said "There's really nothing more | can do and | have a long drive home. 


Please keep my number handy, though, in case this sort of thing comes up again in the future.’ 


"We will" Bruce assured him, shaking his hand before the other man left. He turned to the group with a sigh. 


"Tonight we'll set up as usual. Let's just hope nothing happens." 


He left shortly thereafter and Bruce phoned his daily update to Steve Harris while Dave and Ade began editing 
the video of the ceremony. Janick was able to help with the audio aspect, being familiar with such things from 
recording studios. The show's producer was relieved to learn that they had filmed the religious ceremony 


sequence but he didn't understand why they had to stay to determine if the ceremony had any effect. 


| want to be able to conclude the show by saying that no further activity has occurred since the ceremony," 
Bruce pointed out reasonably. "We'll drive back down Saturday like | told you yesterday and I'll spend all day 
Sunday overseeing the post production, if that's what you want." 


| want the damned show to be finished on time," Harris said, but he seemed to have been placated by both 
the account of the evidence they'd gathered and by Bruce's offer to work all day Sunday. "This better be as 


good as you claim, Bruce." 


"You won't be disappointed, Harry." Bruce smiled a bit as he said that, knowing the producer disliked the 


nickname the team had given him. 


After the call Bruce joined the team in doing a rough edit of the reverend's ceremony and when they felt they 
had done all they could with that they chatting in front of the television about everything from music to 
football. There was a more relaxed atmosphere and now that the nature of his relationship with Janick was out 
Bruce felt at east sitting next to him holding hands as they talked At dusk, however, they set up the 
equipment just as it had been the previous night and gathered in front of the monitors to watch, and in Ade's 
case listen through the headphones. Bruce and Janick drew their chairs up in front of the laptop hooked into 
the FLIR camera just as they had the previous night but Bruce felt edgy and unsettled. Janick, somehow 


already linked into his moods, remarked on it. 
"Hey," he nudged Bruce's leg with his knee, "are you okay, mate? You're awfully quiet" 


It was true, he knew. Not only was he anxious to determine whether Caroline's presence was still there he was 
also increasingly conscious that his time at Janick's home was close to an end and, as a result, the time he 
could spend with him. He had told the producer they would drive back to London tomorrow and he knew Janick 
had to fly to America on Monday for his delayed session work in LA. Then there was the concern over Jan's 
situation with his ex-wife. It pained him to know how worried his lover was about the situation and he felt 
helpless to do anything about it. In fact, the fact that he and Jan were beginning a relationship would add fuel 
to the fire, giving Shauna's mother even more ammunition to use against him. He couldn't tell Jan all of this, of 


course. 
‘Im just anxious to see if this worked. | don't want to leave any loose ends, you know?" In truth, he hoped 
Caroline had found rest at last. The brief second that he had felt an insight into the woman's character made 


him feel a sort of connection to her that he hadn't encountered in any other case. 


Jan smiled in understanding and placed his hand on Bruce's leg, squeezing slightly. He began to speak but was 


interrupted by Adrian. He sat at his computer with his headphones monitoring the EVP microphones set up at 
three different locations and he was holding up a hand, his expression one of intent listening. 


Bruce felt his heart drop as he went over to where Adrian sat. Only one EVP feed could be actively listened 
to at a time, of course, but the other two displayed readable waveforms and one of these, the one from the 
music room, was showing some variations. Ade switched to listen to that recorder and was frowning slightly 


as he listened. 
Bruce grew impatient. "What is it?" 


The wave had leveled off by this time and Ade slid the headphones down. "I'm not sure. By the time | switched 
over it had stopped. Let's listen to the recording." 


Letting that computer continue to monitor the other meters, he went to the music room and returned with 
the actual recorder that had picked up the sound. Hooking it up to the audio equipment he used to sharpen and 
isolate EVP's he listened through his headphones for a bit he raised his eyebrows then passed the headphones 


to Bruce. 


The voice was clear, if faint, and it was the same woman's voice that they had heard before. "can't go, can't 


leave..." 


"Shit!" Bruce cursed under his breath. There was no question about it, Caroline had known what they attempted 
but she was still present. Just then Dave, who was monitoring the FLIR camera feed, spoke up. 


"There's a pretty strong heat signature in the hallway now." 


Bruce went to look over his shoulder. The signature was stronger than it had previously been, moving slowly 
toward to room at the far end that had had unusually high EMF readings. Somehow Bruce knew that had been 


Caroline's room, the room in which she committed suicide. 


His heart fell. He would have to wrap the show up stating that the activity in the houses persisted, but that 
was the least of his worries. Something had been niggling away at the back of his mind, an idea he was 


reluctant to give any real thought to, but now he had to give it serious consideration. 


They stayed at their stations for another two hours but there was no further activity and Bruce called a 
halt. He didn't have the heart to continue. 


Once in Janick's room Jan went into the bathroom to ready for bed and Bruce knew it was now or never. He 
looked around the room to the photographs Jan had taken of his little daughter and gathered his resolve. 
Calling to Jan that he wanted to grab a bottle of water from the kitchen he quickly slipped back downstairs. He 


returned to the bedroom just as Janick was slipping into bed. 


Janick settled against the pillows and flipped down the covers on Bruce's side of the bed. Reading the look on 


Bruce's face he wrapped him in his arms as soon as he lay down 


| know you're disappointed that Caroline's spirit is still here, but you did everything you could" He snuggled 
into Bruce's chest and placed a kiss there then looked up into Bruce's eyes. "Let's try to forget about it for 
tonight, okay?" 


Bruce had to smile in spite of the turmoil in his mind. "You could make me forget my own name!" As he met 


Jan's lips his mind grew more at ease. 


In the morning Bruce woke up slowly to the sensation of warmth against his side and silky hair draped across 
his shoulder. He opened his eyes without moving his head to see Jan sleeping peacefully snuggled close to his 
side. His mind immediately went to their lovemaking the night before and he felt a wave of desire course 
through him. Janick was more than he would have ever thought a lover could be, he was thoughtful, tender, 
and caring yet he managed to be a sexual dynamo, coming alive under Bruce's touch and turning into a wild and 
uninhibited lover who seemed insatiable. It was incredible to Bruce that Jan's ex-wife had refused to share his 
bed after the birth of their daughter. It was all Bruce could do to keep his hands off him through the course 
of one day. The thought that they would be parting, even if just for a while, tore at his heart. He knew Jan 
was feeling something similar, it was evident in his eyes when he awakened. They made love long and slow and 
it was late morning when they made it downstairs to find that Ade and Dave had just gotten up as well and 
were making coffee in the kitchen 


"We're going to start for home right away," Dave told them. "We'll grab a bite to eat on the way." 
"Right," Bruce nodded. "I'll follow along in a bit." As the two other men went into the living room to finish 
packing up the equipment he found himself cowardly hoping that Ade would just pack everything up without 


checking it. 


No such luck. Not five minutes later he heard Adrian curse loudly, then call his name. Feeling dread weighing in 


his gut like a brick he went out there, followed by Janick. 

Adrian was sitting at the main laptop with Dave looking over his shoulder. 

‘Its gone, Bruce! The files are all gone! Every last one of them! What the fuck!" 

Bruce took a deep breath. "I know. | deleted them." 

Adrian turned on him incredulous, "What?! Are you serious? Have you lost your mind!" 

Dave and Janick both looked at Bruce as well, Dave with confusion on his face. Jan's expression was unreadable. 


"We couldn't air that show" Bruce stated simply. 


"Why?" Ade demanded, clearly furious. 
Bruce simply shook his head, "| have my reasons.” 


"You must be mad! That was the best episode we've ever filmed. We had real evidence, Bruce! Proof of 
paranormal activity! We had sounds and sightings that couldn't be explained away!" Adrian was practically 


spitting in anger and was advancing on Bruce when Dave grabbed his arm, holding him back. 
“Adrian, come on. The files are gone. There's nothing to be done about it” 


Ade jerked himself free of Dave's grip but stood where he was. "I don't know what you're thinking, Bruce! 
You've just thrown away our chance to be taken seriously by science, not to mention a show that would have 
put every other ghost hunting program to shame. This is what we've worked for these past six years!" Ade 
ran his hand through his lanky brown hair. "Harris will pull the plug on the show now, you know that! You've 
blown it! And," he paused, shaking his head, "You've just blown our friendship !" With that he stalked out 
through the front door, slamming it behind him. 


The three men remaining in the room looked from one to the other. After a minute Dave wordlessly grabbed 
some of the equipment to take out to the van. He looked back at Bruce from the doorway as though he was 
going to say something, then shook his head and went outside. Bruce couldn't meet Jan's eye, he turned and 
slowly walked back to the kitchen, aware that Jan was following him. He couldn't look at him, he went to the 
window facing behind the house and stood looking out but seeing nothing. 


"Bruce?" Jan's soft voice was hesitant. 

Knowing he had to, Bruce turned and faced the other man. 

"Just tell me one thing. Tell me that this had nothing to do with me." 

Bruce should have known Jan would intuitively guess his intention. "I can't tell you that, love. It would be a lie." 


Jan's gaze never wavered. "You did it because of Shauna, didn't you? Because if the program was aired and 


proved this house is haunted you know she won't be allowed to come here." 
It was uncanny how Jan had discerned his motive. He merely nodded, dropping his gaze. 


"Bruce..” Jan was shaking his head, "You shouldn't have! | wanted the program to be televised! It's important 
that people know what's taking place in this house; people have to know ghosts are reall | can handle my own 
problems, you had no right to do something like that !" 

Bruce looked up. Janick was angry! He didn't know what he expected, he hadn't thought that far ahead, but he 
hadn't expected him to be angry. It suddenly dawned on him that he should have expected it though; Jan had 


every reason to be angry with him. He'd done this for Jan's sake without his knowledge and, what's more, he'd 


implied that Jan couldn't manage his own problems. The realization hit him with a cold grip on his heart. "I'm 


sorry," his voice was low and contrite. 


Jan sighed, "I don't know what you thought this would accomplish. Kendra was giving me trouble long before 
the subject of a haunted house was brought up. If not this, then she will find some other reason to try to 


keep my daughter from me." 
"You're angry." It wasn't a question. 


Jan shook his head "I don't know if angry is the right word. Bruce," he came over to the other man, “we're 
in a new relationship, we've only been together a few days. You're already making decisions like this without 
talking them over with me. I'm not sure | like that. And l'm not sure if | can be with someone who would do 


that: 


Bruce drew his breath in sharply. Jan's words sliced right through him. Jan was his own person and by 
involving him, even indirectly, in something as far-reaching as throwing away the careers of four men, had 
been irresponsible and thoughtless. 


"You don't want to be with me now?" Bruce's question was hesitant; he was afraid to hear the answer. 


Jan was exasperated and frustrated. He took a breath and raked his hand through his hair and across his face. 
"| don't know, Bruce! | love you, I'm crazy about you, but | don't really know you. If this is the sort of 
impulsive thing you do, if you think you can make choices like this without even consulting me then...then 


maybe | don't." 


Bruce felt like something hard and heavy just hit him squarely in the chest. He's blown it. He'd found Jan, 
someone who swept him away with emotions he never knew he was capable of feeling, and in a matter of a 


few days he'd lost him. He felt his eyes grow moist and he looked down again. He couldn't cry; he never cried. 


But that's exactly what he felt like doing. 


| have to think, Bruce." Jan said quietly, his own voice tremulous. "Maybe it's best that you have to go back 
to London and | have to go to America. We rushed into this thing between us, it was like a whirlwind. | think 
we both need to take some time apart and think" 


Bruce couldn't respond. He felt that if he opened his mouth he would beg and plead for Jan to forgive him. He 
merely nodded and turned, walking dejectedly to the living room. The team's equipment was gone now and he 
could see through a window that the van was gone as well. His feet like lead, he went upstairs to pack. When 
he came back down ten minutes later Jan wasn't to be seen, though he heard faint strains of plaintive guitar 


music from the direction of the music room. He left the house, feeling numb, hopeless, and alone. 


Chapter Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
This work of fiction is written with the utmost respect for the individuals whose identities I've borrowed. | 


earn no profit whatsoever from my writing. 


When Janick emerged from the music room he knew that Bruce had left. The ache was worse than a physical 
pain and he questioned his reaction to what Bruce had done. Was he being unreasonable by being so upset? He 
knew in his heart that Bruce had been only thinking of him and Shauna. But the implications of what he'd done 
touched others; in fact one could go so far as to say it impacted the entire ghost-hunting community even 
beyond Bruce's team. Janick couldn't help but see this as selfish, and after his experiences with Kendra, 
selfishness was something he couldn't condone. Kendra had given no thought to how her manipulations affected 
him or Shauna; she was just being bitter and vengeful. Selfish. The circumstances were very different but 
Janick felt he couldn't afford to let anyone, even Bruce, make important decisions for him, particularly without 
consulting him. 


Jan spent the remainder of the day attempting to distract himself from the emptiness that was threatening 
to overwhelm him. He felt completely alone, more so than he had ever done in his life, and his only solace was 
his music. Unable to coalesce his thoughts enough to create new music, he found himself playing old, familiar 
songs, songs that came as easily to him as breathing. By evening he realized that not only wasn't it helping, 
he'd neglected to eat anything all day. He wasn't particularly interested in eating but he went to the kitchen, 
mildly surprised to note it was nearly dark outside. He was leaning into the refrdgerator when he heard 
something. His heart stood still and he turned slowly. The door through the pantry leading to the disused 


servants wing was swinging slowly open. 


Bruce went through the next few days like an automation. He could remember nothing about his drive back 
south and when he faced Steve Harris with the news that the show's data had been lost he stood and faced 
the producer's wrath like an unfeeling stone, the recriminations rolling over him like a wave. It was no more 
than he expected when the producer told him that after the season was wrapped up he would not recommend 


the show for renewal. 


He was aware that Jan left for America on Monday and fancied that he could physically feel the blonde getting 
further and further away from him in every sense. He heard nothing at all from Adrian and Dave, which didn't 
surprise him. He didn't bother going in to the studio on Monday. The team had three more shows to film to 
finish the season but he couldn't think about that or about working with the other team members again after 
he'd effectively betrayed them. He found that he couldn't focus on anything. He spent three days sitting in 
front of the television without being aware of a single thing on the screen, aware of little else beyond the 
yawning emptiness he was feeling and the bitterness he felt for having fucked everything up so badly. 


Four days after his return to London found Bruce sitting in his living room, unshaven and disheveled, the 
shades drawn against the bright sunshine outside. He didn't have the television on now, it made little difference 
either way, and he was so lost in thought that at first the knock on the door of his flat didn't penetrate his 
consciousness. The knock was repeated several times before he roused himself with a groan and went to the 


door, ready to tell whoever it was to fuck off. 


He flung the door open to reveal a tall blonde figure with a rawboned face. Nicko McBrain was usually smiling 


and joking but his demeanor was cheerless and serious now. 
"What do you want, Nicko?" Bruce asked dully, not even bothering to greet the man. 


| want an explanation, that's what | want! Dad was released from the hospital yesterday so | showed up at the 
studio this morning to help edit the footage you got last week Only there was no footage. | called Ade and all 


he said was "ask Bruce". So l'm asking you; what the fuck is going on?" 


Bruce sighed and stepped aside for Nicko to enter. The cameraman stepped into the room, looking around at 


the mess of food wrappers, discarded clothes, and empty beer cans littering the room. He gave a low whistle 


but said nothing. 


Bruce returned to the couch and sank back down on it. "There's no show, Nick | deleted all the files. On 


purpose." 


The other man's mouth fell open in astonishment and he seemed at a loss for words for a moment. "Why?" he 


finally managed to ask. 


Bruce looked up, his voice grim. "You want the short story? Fine. | met someone, | fell in love, | tried to help 
them and ended up losing everything, including him. ls that a good enough answer?" Bruce stood now and paced 
in his agitation, venting the bitterness and frustration that had been building up since he left the house in the 
north. 


Nicko sat in an armchair and watched as Bruce paced. When he spoke again his voice was calmer. "The long 
story now, Bruce. You fell in love with someone, a bloke from the sounds of it. All right, fine. That doesn't 
explain why you spent a week gathering what | was led to believe was the most conclusive evidence we've ever 


filmed only to come home with nothing at alll" 


Bruce fell back against the back of the couch, feeling exhausted after his outburst. "His name is Janick, he 
lives in the house we were investigating. | was there alone for three days before Ade and Dave came and we.. 
we got to know one another. He's the most incredible person I've ever known and | fell for him like a ton of 
bricks." 


Nicko nodded "Go on" 


"He.. he's a divorced father and his ex-wife won't let their little girl visit the house if it's haunted. Goddamn 
it, Nicko, | thought that if we put the evidence we gathered on national television for everyone to see there 
would be no doubt the place is haunted! She would never let him see his daughter then!" he sighed then, 
seeming to deflate. "Then he told me he wanted the show to air and that he could handle his own custody 
problems without my interference. | shoved my nose where it doesn’t belong and he didn't like it. | don't blame 
him. | cocked everything up." He sat and put both hands over his face, feeling like crying for the thousandth 


time. 
"So you destroyed everything you'd spent all week gathering" Nicko nodded, getting the picture now. 


Bruce nodded. "Not only was Ade furious, Steve said there's no way he'll renew the program and... and | lost 


Janick" Bruce heard his voice catch and cursed himself for showing his emotions in front of Nicko, but he 


couldn't help it. 
"He broke up with you?" Nicko was confused. 


"He said he needs to decide if he can be with someone as rash and impulsive..and stupid as me." He closed his 


eyes. Nicko reached over and put his hand on his shoulder, making him jump. 


Bruce looked up. "I don't get it; why aren't you yelling at me and telling me what a stupid asshole | was for 
ruining everything we've built over the past six years?!" 


"Because you didn't. Not unless you erased the external hard drive. ' 


"What external hard drive? I've never seen an external drive connected to any of the laptops." Bruce looked at 
him as though he was delusional. 


‘Its wireless, it's tucked into the side pocket of the FLIR camera case. State of the art technology. This was 
going to be the first job I've used it on, | was testing it out. Ade doesn't know | installed the program yet. 
Every bit of data that was uploaded to any of the laptops should be backed up on there.” 


Bruce stared at him blankly, his mind spinning. Was it possible? "You're shitting me, Nick!" he finally said 


Nicko stood, "Where is the equipment?" 


The van had been parked in the garage behind the studio; it looked as if Adrian and Dave had just parked it and 
walked away. Still disbelieving, Bruce drove Nicko to the studio and watched as he rurmmaged in the van, pulling 
out the main laptop and the bag holding the FLIR camera. He unzipped a side pouch in the bag and held up a 
small black plastic box about five inches square. Bruce looked on skeptically as Nicko booted up the laptop, 


typed in some commands, then stood back, gesturing to the screen 


Bruce stepped forward. Displayed on the screen was a list of over 200 files of audio, video, and text. All data 
from the investigation in Janick's house was intact. Bruce turned and looked at Nick who was standing there 


grinning ear to ear. Wordlessly he clasped the taller man in a hug, making him burst into laughter. 

Bruce strode through Steve Harris's outer office and past a gaping receptionist to rap on the inner door. Not 
knowing who it was, Harris called for them to enter. Steve Harris was an entertainment mogul. In addition to 
producing television programs he was also involved in live theater and concerts, so he didn't look like a typical 
television producer. He was slightly older than Bruce and his hair was as long, though his was a dark auburn 
Seeing Bruce, he stood. 

"You have a lot of nerve showing your face here, Dickinson!" 

Bruce ignored him, brandishing the hard drive unit, "It's all here, Harry. Everything we gathered last week." 
Harris's eyes widened, "You told me it was destroyed!" 


"Nicko backed it up." He handed the unit to the producer. "If you don't believe me, check it out" 


Looking at Bruce warily, Harris took the drive and connected it to the laptop on his desk. He watched for thirty 
seconds, then his eyes widened. After another two minutes he switched it off and handed it back to Bruce. 


"You lucked out, thanks to McBrain. If you can put this material together by the end of the week, we'll air it as 


next week's episode." 


Knowing not to question anything while he was still on thin ice, Bruce took the unit and left the room with 


Nicko following. Once they were in the editing room, however, Nicko spoke up. 

"We're going to need Ade and Dave to get this finished on time." 

"You call them." Bruce said quietly, "They won't speak to me." 

Nodding in understanding, Nicko dug out his phone. The conversation was low and Nicko was across the room, 
but Bruce could tell from the tones used that Adrian was suspicious and still angry. Nevertheless, he agreed 
to pick Dave up and come in. 

An hour later Bruce was immersed in drafting the final narration. He wanted to make this show flawless, as 
polished and professional as humanly possible, and was unaware that the other men had arrived until he heard 


Adrian's cold voice behind him. 


"IFs just dumb luck we have a show, Bruce, and you know it. It doesn't change the fact that you tried to 
sabotage it." 


Bruce knew he deserved Ade's anger but he swung his chair around, looking up at the other man. "Let me ask 


you something, Adrian. Have you ever been in love?" 


The question was completely unexpected and it caught Adrian unawares. He faltered for a moment, then rather 


to Bruce's surprise he looked down. "Yeah. Yeah, | have." 


"Then you know what it's like to want to do anything and everything for another person. lim not making 


excuses, don't get me wrong, but | was only trying to help Janick" 

"Help him?" Ade was confused. "How was destroying our show going to help him?" 

Bruce didn't want to get into that. "It doesn't matter. I've lost him now, so it doesn't matter." 
"Lost him?!" Ade was even more mystified now. 


Bruce suddenly realized Ade and Dave had left the house while he and Jan were talking in the kitchen and they 
had no idea what had taken place. He certainly didn't want to recount it now. "Let's just get to work, okay?" he 
said tiredly. 


Adrian stared at him for a few seconds, then went to join Nick and Dave at their workspace across the room. 

Bruce was aware that the three were holding a hushed discussion and could only surmise that Nicko was filling 
the other two in on everything Bruce had told him. With a supreme effort, he turned his attention to the task 
at hand. It wasn't easy, but by the end of the day they made significant progress, and the others drifted away 
to go home while Bruce still sat recording and overdubbing the start of the narrative. He was so focused on 


his task that when Ade spoke behind him he jumped a bit. 
"| thought you'd all left" He turned in his chair to face the other man. 


Ade stood somewhat awkwardly, shifting on his feet "lm leaving now, but, umm..Bruce | guess | owe you an 


apology." 


This surprised Bruce. "If anything, | owe you an apology! | acted without thinking ahead; you had every right to 
be angry." 


"Yeah, well I've been thinking about what you said. You know, about how being in love makes a person do 
impulsive things and you're right. | can understand where you were coming from. | just wanted To say no hard 


feelings, okay?" 


Bruce was still a bit taken aback. In all the years he had known Adrian the other man had never been especially 


communicative about personal things. "I appreciate that, Ade. Thanks." 


Adrian still didn't make a move to leave, "So, | know its none of my business, but what happened between you 


and Janick? All Nicko could tell me was that he told you he needed some space." 


Bruce sighed, too tired to put up his guard. "That's what he said, but he has a lot of personal things going on 
Trouble with his ex-wife over their daughter. Getting involved with me would only complicate things for him. 


I'm sure he realized that and ..and that | won't see him again" 


"For what its worth, l'm sorry about that. | like Janick, and | sensed something between you two even before | 
surprised you in the kitchen that day," he grinned a little at the memory, then sobered. "A kind of chemistry. | 
envy that." 


"Don't envy it too much," Bruce said quietly, "because losing him hurts like hell” 
Ade nodded. "I'm sorry, | really am: 
He turned to go then but Bruce called to him. "Ade? Are you okay? You don't seem like yourself” 


"Yeah, | probably don't," he smiled a little, but it was a strained smile. "I'm dealing with it. Don't worry, I'll be 
here on time in the morning.’ He walked to the door but before he left Bruce spoke again. 


"Hey, if you need to talk, I'm here. We're all here for each other, we're a team. | forgot that once; | won't 


forget it again" 
Ade looked like he was going to say something but instead he gave a half wave and left. 


Throughout the rest of that week the team put in long hours before they felt confident that they had put 
together the best program possible, then they turned it over to the network. It was scheduled to be aired the 
following Wednesday in the programs usual time slot but Steve Harris convinced the network to give the 
episode extra promotion right up until airtime. Ordinarily they would have already lined up their next filming 
location but because of the extra time involved in this particular episode the network grudgingly agreed to air 


reruns until they could catch up with the schedule. 

Friday evening the team was exhausted but feeling pleased with their work and though Bruce felt little like 
celebrating, he allowed the others to drag him to a nearby pub. It was only after they were seated in a booth 
and Dave and Nicko were deep into a conversation about the World Cup that Bruce noticed that Adrian was as 
subdued as he himself was. He'd had little time during the week to notice anything aside from the work but 


now he was reminded of his cryptic conversation with Ade a few days earlier. 


"You doing okay, mate?" he quietly asked the other man when the other two made a second trip to the bar for 
drinks. 


Ade looked at him startled, "Huh? Oh, yeah, yeah. " 
Bruce had to chuckle, "Who do you think you're talking to? You can't fool me. You're a million miles away!" 


Ade managed a smile "Not quite that far," he said with a glance toward the other two team members at the 


bar. "Have you heard anything from Janick?" 

The question was unexpected and as always at the mention of Jan's name Bruce felt a sharp pang somewhere 
deep inside his chest. "No, and | don't expect to" It was very out of character for Adrian to ask him anything 
about his personal life and he found himself remarking on it. "You seem awfully interested in my heartbreak, 
Ade." 

"Do I? | suppose | am, at that. | didn't mean to pry." 


"You aren't, that's not what | meant." Bruce hastened to explain, "But there's something going on with you and | 
can't help but feel it has something to do with my situation with Jan" 


Ade fell silent, looking again toward the bar where Dave and Nicko were chatting with the bartender. Bruce 
didn't think he was going to say anything further but a couple of minutes later Ade spoke again, his voice so 
quiet it was barely audible in the crowded pub. "I guess it does, in a way. When | saw you and Jan in the 
kitchen that day it let me know I'm not as crazy as | sometimes think | am." 


Bruce frowned, puzzled "What do you mean?" 


Ade sighed, "| have... feelings for another man. | have had for a long time now but | tried to ignore them. | 


hoped it would just go away, but it hasn't. It's gotten stronger.” 

"And the other man doesn't know?" Bruce surmised. 

Ade shook his head with an almost bitter laugh, "God, no! | was thinking about telling him when | saw how you 
and Janick seemed so happy together. You two were so in sync, you know? But since it didn't work out for you 


l'm glad | didn't say anything." 


"It didn't work out for me because l'm an idiot and | blew it. That doesn't mean it wouldn't work out for you.” 


Bruce reasoned. 

Ade was shaking his head, "No, it would have been a disaster if I'd told him how | feel.” 
"How can you know that?" 

Ade looked up and locked his eyes on Bruce's "Because it's Dave." 


Bruce couldn't suppress a gasp. That was the last thing he expected to hear. He followed Ade's gaze to where 
Dave stood with Nick laughing and joking with a handful of other patrons. 


"You've known Dave for a long time, haven't you?" He knew the two men had already been friends when he met 


them at University. 


Ade nodded "Since secondary school. I've had a crush on him since we were sixteen, but in all that time I've 


never seen even one indication that he might be into guys. Hell, I'm not interested in guys either, only him!" 


"Seeing me with Jan must have brought it all to the surface for you.” Bruce knew the two men had worked 


closely in the team for the past six years and he had only recently noticed anything odd in Ade's behavior. 


Ade sighed. "To make matters worse, the night after | found out about you and Janick, Dave and | had to 
share the bedroom at the house. A bedroom with only one bed! Because we're both blokes Dave didn't think 
anything of sleeping in only his underwear or not closing the bathroom door when he showered" Ade laughed a 
little. "That night convinced me that this is more than just an infatuation” Ade dropped his eyes to the beer 


mug in his hands "I'm in love with him, Bruce." 


Chapter Twelve 
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Chapter Thirteen 


That night Bruce lay tossing and turning much as he had every night since returning from the north, but at 
least this time he had something to distract him from the gnawing ache that he doubted he would ever lose. 
He thought about Adrian's dilemma. He could relate to what the Adrian was going through. In a way it was 
even worse for Adrian because he had to work with Dave day in and day out yet not reveal how he felt. Lying 
alone in his bed, Bruce relived every moment he had spent with Jan in his mind even though it was like rubbing 
salt in a wound. He clearly remembered the feel of Jan's silky hair draped across his chest and the fresh, 
clean scent of the man, he remembered the soft voice and the expressive gray eyes and every time he closed 
his eyes to try to sleep he found himself remembering the incredible lovemaking. Sex with Janick had made him 
rethink the very meaning of sex. It was more than physical with Jan, it was a complete linking of souls as well 
as bodies. He tried to ignore it for the first few nights but eventually he gave in and allowed himself to wank 


off to the memories, leaving himself feeling more desolate and hollow than before. 


Over the weekend the team met at Bruce's flat to go over prospective locations for filming the next episode 
but none of the possibilities offered anything unique. They were the standard reports of strange sounds and 
slamming doors, of flickering lights and other phenomena that was generally easily debunked. Not feeling up to a 
long trek to another remote location Bruce eventually chose an abandoned manor house just an hour outside of 
London and they began making the arrangements to start the investigation the following week. He felt like an 
automation, merely going through the motions without the keen spark of curiosity that had led him to be a 
ghost hunter in the first place. He was aware in the back of his mind that he was sinking into a depression but 
felt powerless to do anything about it. 


Now that he was aware of Adrian's interest in Dave, Bruce tried to distract himself from brooding by 
observing the two of them and by the end of the meeting he concluded that Dave was aware of something 
different in Ade's demeanor. He caught him giving Ade curious looks and making more than the usual effort to 
engage him in conversation. Leaving Bruce's flat that evening Bruce heard Dave suggest to Ade that they go 
out for a pint and he was pleased to hear Nicko say that he couldn't join them. If he couldn't be with the man 


he loved Bruce was thankful that at least Adrian could be, even though Dave was oblivious. 


On the rights when their program was broadcast it was the team's usual practice gather at one of their 
homes and watch it together. It was Nicko's turn to host the gathering, though he lived in a modest semi- 
detached rather than a flat. The promotional pieces that had been airing all week built the show up to be 


‘groundbreaking’ in paranormal investigation and even Bruce was feeling a little anticipation as they gathered in 


Nick's lounge to watch. Nicko had a live-in girlfriend but she was a nurse and was working that evening so he 


made party out of it with plentiful beer and snacks, ordering out for pizza. 


At eight o'clock the intro music began and Bruce began to feel a little anxious. What if it wasn't as good as he 
had hoped; what if it wasn't as good as it had been built up to be? After everything they had gone through to 


film this episode it felt as though a lot was riding on its success. 


An hour later the teams fears were put firmly to rest. The show was easily the best they had ever made, 
every bit as polished and professional as Bruce had hoped. There had been a few segments where Janick was 
seen briefly in the background since he had been so heavily involved in the investigation and that was a bit 
wrenching for Bruce to see, but all in all he felt a tremendous sense of relief that it was over and that it was 


a well-made program. 


Nicko dispensed beer freely in the quasi-celebration that followed the broadcast. Every team member felt a 
glow of satisfaction over having completed what they all considered their finest program but Bruce was 
especially pleased. He felt in some small way that the success of the episode offset the turmoil over Janick 
and he fervently hoped he could now start to get on with his life and his career. He knew he would never get 
over the pain and the regret of what might have been but he also knew that wallowing in self-recrimination 


would accomplish nothing. Declining the third beer Nicko offered him, he left for home shortly after ten 


It was some distance to his north London neighborhood and he stopped to pick up a case of beer on the way 
so it was well after eleven when he parked in the garage behind his building and felt the now familiar dread of 
another night fending off memories of Janick. Lost in thought he didn't look up at first when the lift stopped 
and opened at his floor, then he sensed something. He looked up to see someone sitting on the floor with his 
back against the door of his flat, their long jean-encased legs stretched out into the hallway. Bruce must have 
gasped aloud because Janick looked up, then rose fluidly to his feet. 


Bruce stopped dead, feeling as if he couldn't catch his breath. Was he hallucinating? How could Janick be here? 


He took a few steps forward, noting the look of anxious trepidation on Janick's face. 
"Janick?" he managed to gasp. 
Jan looked hesitant "Hi, Bruce." 


"I thought I'd never see you again" Bruce heard himself say, the words sounding as though they were from a 


long distance away. 
Jan opened his mouth as if to say something then closed it. "I need to talk to you." he finally said. 
Bruce felt himself nod; he couldn't seem to find words. Stepping forward, he unlocked his flat. Jan followed him 


in, not sparing more than a glance at the untidy mess that Bruce's flat had become since his return from the 


north. Bruce felt awkward, almost nervous. 


"Come in, sit down." He managed to say. Jan wordlessly sat on the couch, perching tensely on the edge of the 
cushion Brushing a pile of rumpled clothes from the seat, Bruce sat on a chair opposite him. The two men sat 


in uncertain silence for a few moments before Janick ventured to speak. 
| saw your show tonight. | don't know how you did it after deleting everything, but it was a good show." 


"I got lucky; everything was backed up and | didn't know it” Bruce paused, then continued. " Jan..| owe you a 
huge apology. | overstepped my bounds. | have no excuse; it was a stupid thing to do." 


Jan looked down at his clasped hands "I have to apologize to you, too. | over-reacted. |..| want to fix this, Brucel 


| don't want to lose youl" he looked up then, his eyes moist and pleading. 


| thought | did lose youl" Bruce exclaimed. "But how can we fix it? Everyone knows your house is haunted now, 
and if that wasn't enough for your ex to use against you, being in a relationship with me would only make it 


worse.” 
Jan's eyes locked onto Bruce's "The house isn't haunted any more." 


Brucve didn't understand "What do you mean? The religious ceremony didn't help; we saw that beyond any 
doubt." 


Bruce's mouth opened in astonishment "She..what? What happened?" 


"It happened the night you left. The hallway door opened by itself. | didn't see anything but a minute later | 
heard her voice, the same voice we heard before." Janick paused, shaking his head as he relived the encounter. 
Bruce was fascinated, drawn in not only by Jan's words but by the look on his face, a look of almost disbelief 
mingled with wonder. He waited for Jan to continue. 


"No one is going to believe it, Bruce, but | swear this happened. She said ‘There is too much pain’ then her 
voice got stronger. She said ‘Go to him. | will be able to find peace if you go to him." 


Bruce was speechless. He knew this had happened just as Janick was describing; there was no question of that. 
Caroline's spirit was definately active and sentient enough to communicate directly this way, his own encounter 
with her had convinced him of this. When he found his voice again, though, the first thing on his mind wasn't 


Janick's encounter. 
"But you didn't come to me." His voice was almost a whisper. "H's been over two weeks!" 
| had to think, Bruce. | was confused, | didn't know what to do so | went to my job in LA. to give myself time 


to sort out how | feel. But | couldn't concentrate while | was there, | couldn't get you out of my mind! | knew | 


never would. | moved out of that house as soon as | got back from LA. Marvin wasn't happy and | had to 


forfeit the lease money I'd advanced him but | don't care! Caroline is no longer there but | don't want to live so 
far away from you. | want to be with you, Bruce!" 


Bruce took a moment for that information to sink in, then voiced the thought that was was foremost in his 


mind. "But for you to be involved with a man..." 


‘lm not going to let anyone use that against me, Bruce!" Janick's voice was firm and decisive. "Legally there's 
nothing anyone can do about it, in spite of what Kendra may think I've looked into it. Bruce, |," his voice lowered 


and softened, ".. love you. | can't stand being apart from youl I've been trying to work up the nerve to contact 


show came on the TV over the bar..." He smiled a little. "I called the television studio and once they realized 
the episode was filmed in the house where | lived they gave me your address. | had to see you. | would have 
waited for you all night, Bruce!" 


The emotional turmoil of the past two weeks descended on Bruce then and he felt tears slide down his face. 


Before he was aware that he'd even moved he was at Jan's side. 


‘| love you too, Janick!" he breathed as he wrapped his arms around the other man and pulled him close, not 
kissing him but simply holding him and relishing the feel of the wiry arms closing tightly around him. "It keeps 
getting stronger! You've been in my thoughts every minute of every day!" Bruce felt as though he was home 
in those arms, like he was wrapped in a soft warm blanket. When they kissed it was a soft, chaste touch that 
carried with it more emotion than could be conveyed any other way. There was no way they could stop at the 
one kiss, the physical reaction that they kindled in one another brought them together for a second kiss, a 
much longer, deeper kiss. 


"Will you stay here tonight, Jan?" Bruce asked between the quickly escalating kisses. 


Jan's only reply was a frantic nod and his hands slid up under the back of Bruce's shirt. He was already 
breathing faster and when Bruce kissed him again he moaned softly against his lips, his body unconsciously 
moving closer until he was nearly sitting on Bruce's lap. 


| need to be with you again!" Jan murmured, his mouth against Bruce's neck. 


Bruce's only reply was a strangled groan as Jan slid further onto his lap and settled against his groin. 
"Bedroom" he finally managed to gasp out. 


The bedroom was a disaster area with discarded clothes everywhere and beer bottles littering the nightstand 
and bureau, but neither man paid that any mind. They tumbled onto the bed sideways still wrapped in an 
embrace that was growing hotter and needier by the second. Bruce's brain was scrambling to catch up with 
what was happening. Janick was here; he hadn't lost him! The hot body pressed against him was real, the deep, 
greedy kisses, the hands that were even now pulling his shirt over his head, it was all reall He cought Jan's 
hands as they were reaching for his zipper and clasped them within his own, kissing them. 


"Janick," he raised one hand and stroked the back of his knuckle softly down Jan's cheek, losing himself in the 
gray eyes so close to his own, "We're going to do this right. | want us to go out and do things together. | want 
you to know | am serious about you. | want to make love to you so bad it hurts, but before we do | want you 


to know it's much more than just sex." 


Jan nodded, his eyes unguarded and vulnerable. "I do know. | can feel it, and | feel the same away. | feel like..well, 
as corny as it sounds | feel like you're the love of my lifel" Jan leaned in to place a small kiss to the corner of 


Bruce's mouth. 


Bruce felt like his heart was going to float away, "I feel that too." he leaned and kissed Jan, a soft kiss that 
quickly regained the intensity that always seemed to be just beneath the surface between them. As much as 
he wanted to go slow and savor every touch of Jan's fingers and every kiss, the passion grew too quickly and 
couldn't be held at bay. Stripping Jan's clothes from him Bruce leaned over his lean, wiry body, skimming his 
hand across the porcelain skin, loving how his touch made Jan quiver and tremble with barely suppressed 
excitement. The kisses he showered on Jan's chest and stomach were light and soft but as he moved lower 


they both grew more frantic in their movements. 
"You're so perfect," he murmured against the soft skin of Jan's belly. "So perfect and so beautifull" 


Jan was tangling his fingers in Bruce's long straight hair, trying not to pull but wanting Bruce to venture even 
lower to where he desperately needed his touch. When Bruce finally reached Jan's hardness he couldn't wait 


any longer, he immediately took him in his mouth and Jan cried out, raising his hips from the mattress. 


"| want you, Bruce. | want you to fuck me! Please, Bruce," Jan was keeping up a running litany of mostly 
unintelligible murmurs urging Bruce on with his body writhing, unable to keep still. Half out of his mind, Bruce 
quickly readied Jan and within minutes they were joined and moving in a long, slow rhythm. Jan reached up and 
grasped Bruce, pulling him into a searing kiss as his legs tightened around his hips. Jan soonn came with a high 


gasping moan and the feel of his completion between them triggered a sudden and blindingly intense orgasm in 


Bruce. 


Jan was still trembling when Bruce shakily slid to lie next to him, gathering him tightly in his arms and raining 
kisses to his face and neck 


‘Its always so..so good with you," Jan gasped, still trying to catch his breath. his hand was on the back of 
Bruce's head holding him close against his shoulder. The only response Bruce could muster was to sigh in 
aggreement. They dozed for a couple of hours, then Bruce awakened Jan with a blow job, unable to keep his 


hands off him even while he slept. Jan responded eagerly, leading to another torrid session. 


Afterwards, though, they lay close talking. Jan talked of making the decision to leave the remote country house 
to move back to London. Though he believed Caroline had, indeed, finally gone to her rest he knew that if 
anything unexplained were to happen it would alarm Shauna. After he'd informed Kendra that he was moving 
back to London she grudgingly agreed to allow Shauna to spend weekends with him whenever he wasn't out of 


the country working. 


"Kendra knows she has no legal ground to fight me," Jan said. "Shauna will be with me at my new flat this 


weekend," Jan's fingers were running through Bruce's chest hair as he spoke, “and I'd really like her to meet 


you." 

"I'd love tol" Bruce didn't hesitate in his response, stilling Jan's hand as the caresses were beginning to arouse 
him and drawing it to his lips, kissing the fingers. "We have to scout out our next filming location but we won't 
be going there until Monday." He was continuing to kiss Jan's long fingers, sucking them one by one into his 
mouth and noting with satisfaction that it was turning Jan on. It wasn't long before the two were once again 


filling the air with soft moans and sighs. 


Chapter Thirteen 
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Jan had to leave Bruce's flat early the next morning for a job recording some background music for a 
television commercial but for the first time in weeks Bruce drove to the studio with a light heart, feeling like 
the sun was shining brightly even though it was an overcast drizzly day. The team were to listen to some 
amateur recordings of possible hauntings from potential future filming locations but when he walked into the 
media room where they typically gathered for this he immediately sensed tension in the air. Nicko was busy 
making coffee at the machine but Adrian and Dave sat at far ends of the couch and they were unmistakably 
on edge, their bodies held rigid and studiously not looking at one another. Bruce sidled over to Nicko. 


"Morning, mate. What's going on with those two?" he indicated the two men on the couch with a brief nod of 
his head. 


"Damned if | know. Apparently they went out for a few after leaving my place last night. It seems they had a 
falling out, they came in this morning avoiding one another like the plague!" 


Nicko turned to Bruce to hand him a cup of coffee, then he did a double take, a slow grin spreading across his 


face. "And what did you get up to last night, my friend?" 

Bruce was puzzled, "What do you mean?" 

Nicko was grinning like the Cheshire cat now "I mean you have quite a hickey on your neck!" 

"Oh, shit!" Bruce belatedly pulled his hair forward over his shoulder, making Nicko laugh even harder. 
‘It's good to see someone had a good night, at least! Did you go out and find yourself a bird?" 


Bruce felt himself actually blushing. "Janick came to see me last night.” He mumbled, embarrassed over the 


hickey. 


Nicko's eyes opened wide. "Oh! That's fantastic, mate! Maybe I'll get to meet this mysterious heartbreaker at 
last!" 


Bruce found himself grinning in spite of himself "No doubt you will, Nick Come on, we've got work to do." 


They organized the videos and Bruce attempted some input on which they should give first priority but the 


only one responsive was Nicko. Even after they began viewing them the chatter and speculation that was 


usually exchanged was conspicuously absent. Halfway through, Bruce reached over and abruptly clicked pause. 


"All right, you two," he faced Ade and Dave who were sitting on opposite sides of the long table. "Whatever is 
going on with you has to stop, we can't get anything done like this.” 


The two men in question shuffled and fidgeted a bit but other than a mumble from Adrian they said nothing. 
"l'm serious!" Bruce put on his authoritative team-leader voice, the voice he used when narrating the show 
"You!" he pointed at Dave. "Spill it! What's going on here?" 


He didn't think Dave was going to reply at first. The man glared across the table at Adrian, who promptly 


looked away. 


| was trying to be a friend, that's alll Do a guy a favor and what do you get? Left at the pub without a ride 
home, that's what!" 


Bruce raised an eyebrow and looked at Adrian. The dam was broken now. 


"Some favor! Who asked for any help, anyway? You were pretty busy at the time, | didn't think you would 
have any trouble finding a way home. If you even went home!" he added bitterly. 


Bruce sighed with exaggerated patience and flipped on the overhead lights, shutting off the monitor they had 


been viewing. He sat back down. 
“All right lets hear it from the beginning. Dave?" 


The cherubic blonde pursed his lips. "We were at the pub, right? Having a jolly old time, starting to feel no pain 
if you know what | mean. These two birds had been eyeing us all night so | went over to chat them up. One of 
them was obviously just in it because her friend fancied Ade so | did what any friend would do, | tried to play 


wingman!" 


"| don't need any fucking wingman, Davel" Ade said heatedly. "Don't you think that if | wanted one of those girls 


I'd have gone over there myself?" 


"Why didn't you, then?" Dave demanded. "Instead I'm over there talking you up and | turn around and you're 
gone! Left the pub! Your car was gone from outside. You fucking left me stranded there!" 


‘lm sure your new little friends gave you a ride home, and maybe another kind of ride as welll" 
Only Bruce noticed the note of hurt in Adrian's voice. So that was it, Ade thought Dave was trying to score 


and he couldn't bear to watch so he left. Dave, oblivious to Ade's feelings toward him, had simply been doing 
what he believed Ade would want by setting him up with a girl. 


Bruce stood. "Come here you two. Come on," he gestured to them. Ade gave him a puzzled look and Dave just 
looked at the floor but they both rose and followed Bruce to the other side of the room. "Now, | want you two 
to go in here," he opened the door to the small darkroom they had used to develop film before digital cameras 
took over. Switching on the red lightbulb, Bruce gestured them inside. They went in, thinking only that Bruce 
was going to give them a talking to in private. Instead he stood in the doorway, his hand on the doorknob. 


"You two are going to stay in this room until you sort this out. | think it's time to be honest," he gave Adrian 
a pointed look "And don't even think about coming out, I'm locking the door! I'll come back in half an hour and 
you two had better be talking!" he closed the door firmly. The knob rattled almost immediately but Bruce 
hadn't been bluffing, he actually had locked the two in. 


Nicko was chuckling softly from where he still sat at the table. "That'll teach them! Childish nonsense anyway. 
He should just tell him how he feels!" 


Bruce stared at Nick He wasn't aware that the other man knew of Ade's interest in Dave. "Oh, so you know 


about that, eh?" 
Nick chuckled again. "Ive known for quite a while, Dave told me a couple of months ago." 
"Wait a minute," Bruce frowned. "Don't you mean Ade told you?" 


"Ade?" Nicko shook his head. "No, Dave and | were at a pub one night and he had a few too many. He told me 
he's had a crush on Ade for years." 


Bruce's jaw dropped then he started laughing, "Oh this is really too much!" He then told Nicko about his 
conversation with Adrian the previous week and Nicko joined in the laughter. The half hour passed and there 
was no sound at all from the darkroom. Bruce and Nicko hit the vending machines in the hall for a snack and 
began going over the written case reports. Before they realized it, nearly an hour had passed and it was stil 
suspiciously quiet. Thinking he'd better let the two men out, Bruce crossed the room, but at the last minute 
decided he'd better knock before opening the door. 


"Hey, you two. Are you ready to come out?" 

There was a brief silence then he faintly heard Dave's voice. "Yeah, just a second." 

Bruce waited, then flung the door open. The two men inside had been standing very close together and jumped 
apart guiltily. Dave's hair was mussed and Adrian looked flushed. He tried to suppress a smile. "Now, can we 


finally get some work done?" 


When Adrian and Dave left the studio that evening Bruce noticed Dave discreetly take Ade's hand. The look on 


Adrian's face said it all. 


Chapter Fourteen ~ The End 
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Chapter Fifteen 


Bruce wiped his sweaty palms on his pants legs and took a deep breath. He was nervous, something he rarely 
was, and he tried to talk himself through it. It's just a little girl, he reasoned. A little five year old girl, so why 


was he terrified to meet her? 


Janick had leased a flat in a complex of modern buildings in a middle class suburb and since his flat was on the 
ground floor the door opened directly outside. Bruce stood at the curb in front of the building and tried to 
quell his nerves. A man who had faced the unknown on a regular basis and actively sought out supernatural 
happenings had nothing to fear from a child, he told himself, yet his stomach was in knots. He had very little 
experience being around children but he had no problem with kids in general. This wasn't any ordinary child, 
though. This was Shauna, Janick's daughter. By committing himself to Janick, he'd committed himself to Shauna 
as well and the thought terrified him. 

Straightening his spine, Bruce walked to the brightly painted blue door and knocked. There was silence for a 
minute and he found himself wanting to run away, then the door was flung open. He expected it to be Janick 


but a little girl stood there looking at him with wide gray-blue eyes. Janick's eyes. 


"Hello," the girl said very politely. She had long brown hair falling in waves, a red ribbon holding it back behind 
her ears, and she was wearing leggings under a red top with some sort of cartoon character on the front. 


"Are you Bruce?" 


Bruce swallowed. Where was Janick? He had a suspicion Janick was deliberately letting Bruce meet Shauna 


without him being there to take their focus off one another. 
"Yeah, I'm Bruce." He managed to say. "You're Shauna, aren't you?" 


She nodded solemnly then suddenly smiled, deep dimples forming on both cheeks. "Come in, please,” That 


precocious politeness again. "Daddy is in the kitchen making dinner. He told me to entertain you." 


Bruce followed her into the lounge. This was his first visit to Janick's new home and he already saw the other 
man's personal touches in the décor. Framed concert posters interspersed with photos of Shauna dotted the 
walls and the rooms colors were neutral earth tones. Shauna perched on the couch so Bruce took a chair to 


the side, feeling very awkward under the little girls gaze. 


Shauna started to swing her feet, "Daddy talks about you a lot. Are you his best friend?" 
Bruce nodded, "Yes, | suppose | am." He remembered how important ‘best friends’ were at her age. 


She broke into a brilliant smile then "Then you're my friend too. Daddy smiles when he talks about you so you 


must be a nice man" 

Bruce found himself chuckling, "I like to think that | am!" 

She jumped down from the couch "Do you wanna see what Daddy bought me today?" 

"Sure." 

She grinned and skipped off down a short hallway, returning a minute later carefully holding a bright red 
student sized guitar "Isn't it pretty?" she brought it over to show Bruce. "Daddy says he's going to teach me 
how to play it. Daddy plays guitar really good!" 

"I know he does, he's one of the best" Bruce agreed. That was evidently the right thing to say because Shauna 
beamed and sat back down holding the guitar, obviously mimicking the way she'd seen her Dad hold the 


instrument. 


"Daddy goes away a lot to play his guitar, but he says he's going to try to stay home more. | hope he does." 
She said conversationally. 


| hope he does, too." Bruce smiled at the little girl, her head bent over the little guitar as she toyed with the 


strings. 


Bruce liked her. He had often seen kids her age in stores or parks screaming, sometimes crying or shouting at 
their parents, but he couldn't picture Shauna acting like that. Just then Janick entered the room. 


"Daddy, Bruce is going to be my best friend too!" Shauna chirped, smiling up at him. 

"Good! You couldn't have a better best friend" Jan came over and leaned to give Bruce a light kiss on the 
forehead, somewhat to Bruce's surprise, then sat next to his daughter, "Dinner is almost ready, sweetheart. 
Why don't you put your guitar away and go wash up?" 

"Okay!" She jumped up, still being careful of the guitar, and darted off. 


Bruce got up then and sat next to Jan on the couch, giving him a proper kiss, "She's beautiful, Jan!" 


Jan smiled, looking after Shauna as she disappeared down the hallway. "Yeah, she is. Last night when | picked 
her up Kendra's parents were there. I've always gotten along well with them and apparently they've been 


talking to her, convincing her to stop trying to prevent me from seeing Shauna. | don't think she's going to try 
to come between us anymore." He turned to face Bruce, "I told the agency today that | want to limit my out- 
of-country jobs. I'll still have to fulfill the contracts I'm under now but after that | want to be home as much 


as | can for Shauna," he took Bruce's hand, "and for you." 


Shauna was jumping up and down laughing as Bruce came through the door with the final box of his belongings. 
He was finally moving in with Jan, and the little girl couldn't be more delighted. They wanted to give her time 
to get used to Bruce before taking this step, but in the end it was Shauna who ran up to Bruce one weekend 
before he even got to their front door and jumped into his arms, letting him lift her high. 


| wish you lived here all the time, Brucel" she cried, squealing as he swung her around. "You're so much fun!" 


He put her down but to his surprise she put her little hand in his and looked up at him as they walked to the 


door, "Daddy wants you to live here too, | know he does! Every time you go home he looks sad." 
‘lm sad when | have to go home too," Bruce told her, letting her drag him inside by the hand. 


Janick came into the room then and before Bruce could say anything Shauna ran up to him, "Daddy, can Bruce 


live here all the time?" 
Jan looked a little taken aback by the unexpected question "Would you like that, sweetheart?" 
"Yeah! | love Bruce!" 


Bruce felt his eyes mist over the moment he heard her words, it was the first indication she had given that 
she was that fond of him. He looked at Jan and found Jan looking at him, obviously just as moved. 


"| guess he had better move in, then!" he ruffled her hair, looking over at Bruce with a smile and a wink. 


